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IN what manner can an inexperienced Wri- 
ter addreſs a generous public, on a firſt 
attempt to lay before them the productions of 
her Literary Purſuits ?—They are not adorned 
with that poliſh, that might have been de- 
rived from an exalted Education—the defects 
will, perhaps, in the opinion of ſuperior judges 
far ſurpaſs the merits—after ſaying this, it 
muſt appear preſumption in me to offer them. 


—Yet, urged by generous friends, and en- 


A3 couraged 
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couraged by the pleaſing reception, many of 
my own ſex have found—I have dared*to let 
them emerge from the obſcurity, which but for 
theſe reaſons they would ſtill have continued 
in.— I have but one plea to offer in their de- 
fence—brought up in the cloſeſt retirement, 
I enjoyed not thoſe pleaſures, that generally 
attend our youthful days: I had no reſource, 
no pleaſing amuſement, (but what I derived 
from my pen) to relax the mind.—To that I 
applied with aſſiduity, and reaped from it that 
ſatisfaction, known only to thoſe, who make 
it their favourite purſuit, —I have only to hope, 
thoſe who honor the lines with a peruſal, will 
extend every lenity they may think due to the 
production of ſo young a Writer. Should they 
be ſo fortunate as to meet, in any degree, the 


approbation of an indulgent public, the only 
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poſſible return ſhall not be neglected, that of 


the moſt grateful acknowledgement from their 


Obedient Servant, 


THE AUTHOR, 


May 11, 1792. 
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BRITAIN. 


Adareſs'd to Sir Jobn Henniker, Bart. 


H AIL happy Land where Peace now holds 
the rein; 

And ſmiling Plenty cheers each rural Plain: 

No Baſtille Dungeons to immure thy Foes; 

But glorious Freedom in each Boſom glows; 

No Racks nor Tortures ſhock returning Day; 

For mild's the Judgment of great George's ſway. 

Nor civil Wars diſturb your calm repoſe, 

Or fill your People with unnumbered Woes: 


2 POETRY. 


No dreadful War-hoops rattle o'er your Plain, 
No Parents weeping for your Offspring lain: 
But ſmiling Peace triumphant holds the Scale, 
And bounteous Plenty wafts in every Gale. 
In kind luxuriance Ceres fills the Grain, 

And all conſpire to aid fair Albion's Gain. 


Look round the Village train, ſcarce one is found, 


But what is with content's great bleſſing Crown'd; 
From early Dawn, with unremitting care 
They toil, till Eve has cool'd the fultry Air: 
Then, ſtill unmindſul of the great one's lot, 
Can reſt contented in their humble Cor. 
With ruſtic glee they from their Labour reſt, 
And no Amvbition rankles in their Breaſt; 
Serene Compolure leads them through the Day; 
And Minds contented, make them ever gay. 
Thrice happy People, who ſuch Bleſſings ſhare ! 
Protected thus by Heaven, with Gifts ſo rare, 
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Far diſtant Nations, muſt their Tribute raiſe; 


And with ſincere applauſe muſt own thy Praiſe. 
For Liberty ſecures each Briton's reſt; 

And is the Charter of each loyal Breaſt : 
Guarded by this, and Peace: Celeſtial maid ! 
What lawleſs Tyrant dares theſe Shores invade? 


. 


ON THE 


DEATH 


oF A 


RELATION. 


Wuar awful ſound, is that which ſtrikes my ear? 


What ſolemn Summons am ] ſoon to hear? 


The Fiat now is ſign'd: depriv'd of breath 

The tender parent reſts in ſilent death. 

The Widow'd Conſort, now in vain may weep: 

No childrens tears can e'er diſturb his ſleep; 
B 2 


Freed from this world, and all its tranſient cares, 
His happy ſoul a heavenly form now wears ; 
Without a ſigh he bid this world adieu; 
Without one pang his flecting ſpirit flew: 
Angels ſtood ready to conduct with care, 

The welcome ſtranger to his maker dear. 

Then Murmur not ye friends who ſtay behind; 
Remember God is great, his mercy kind. 

Tho' he has call'd him far from you away, 

You ſtill may meet in realms of endleſs day, 
Where happineſs alone can ever reign; 

No more to part, or feel an anxious pain. 

The debt of Nature, all we know muſt pay, 
And happy thofe who make the ſhorteſt ſtay; 
Whoſe ſpirits to their gracious God have flown, 
Where fin and forrow, are alike unknown. 


THE 
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THE 


FATE OF INGRATITUDE, 


AN 


INDIAN TALE. 


ArzaRa was the ſweeteſt maid 
Indoſtan e'er could boaſt; 

Each Valiant Prince his preſents brought, 
Each ſtrove to pleaſe her moſt: 


Her Cave with richeſt ſpoils was hung, 
And ſkins of various kinds, 

The greateſt gems of India's Coaſt 
To pleaſe her were combin'd. 


But tho ador'd by every Chief, 


Her heart was never vain: 


As yet her gentle tender Mind 


Knew not a Lover's pain. 
B 3 
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Fatigue, at length, delay'd the maid, 


'Amaz'd the Indian wanderer ſtood, 
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One beauteous morn ſhe early roſe 


To taſte the new born air, 
And through contracted Woods purſu'd 
The nimble footed deer. 


Beſide a fountain clear; 
Where thrice a Chriſtian's dying voice 


Came trembling to her ear. 


Piercing a thicket's cloſe retreat: 
Proſtrate before her lay 


A lovely Youth, whoſe beauteous mien 


Outvi'd the riſing day. 


A form ſo fair to view: 


And now her boſom heav'd a pain 


Before ſhe never knew, 
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Sooth'd by her kind expreſſive look 


The youth her pity craves; 
Ah! fave he cry'd a wretch forlorn! 


A Wretch, eſcap'd the waves. 


Her tender heart, with pity fill'd, 
Reliev'd the ſtranger's care; 
And brought him to her moſs grown cave, 


Secur'd from every fear. 


A mutual paſſion ſoon aroſe, 
And ſparkl'd in each eye; 
Each heart in uniſon now beat; 


Each boſom heav'd a ſigh. 


The generous maid, unus'd to art, 
With pleaſure own'd the flame :— 
The youth too practis'd in deceit; 
Still vow'd his love the ſame. 
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Eight months had paſs'd in ſweet delight, 
Crown'd with content and eaſe — 

But fond Alzara's charms had now 
Loſt all their power to pleaſe. 


No more he liſtens to her ſong, 
Which once could pleaſe his car; 
Her bofom heaves with love oppreſt; 

Faſt falls the cryſtal tear. 


Ah faithleſs white man, would ſhe ſay, 
Why leave your once lov 'd maid; 

Why fill her boſom with deſpair, 
Now moſt ſhe wants your aid, 


Stay to extend parental care, 
Our pledge of love to ſave; 

Alzara then content will reſt 

Within her peaceful grave: 
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Or if you wiſh to croſs thoſe ſeas 

Your native Land to view; 
Why cannot I thoſe dangers brave 

And fail my love with you? 


In vain her tender cries aſcend, 


To reach his ſavage breaſt; 
Relentleſs he beholds her kneel 


With dire deſpair oppreſt. 


His tyrant hand, by avarice ſpur'd, 
Each ſpoil of value takes: 
The bracelets from her arms are torn, 
Nor heeds the prayers ſhe makes. 


Poſſes'd of all, he leaves the cave, 
And her he lov'd no more: 

In hopes to ſee ſome ſail in view 
He haſtes to gain the ſhore. 
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Frantic with grief did this fond maid 
His faithleſs ſteps purſue ; 

Can you my Henry leave me thus 
Without a laſt adieu? 


Begone he cried, ere I this hand 
Shall raiſe that life to take, 

Which be aſſured is only now 
Sav'd for thy Infant's ſake. 


Ah! cruel Henry, faithleſs man, 
No Indian's ſo unkind. 


You ne'er on Albions pleaſing coaſt . 
A fonder maid will find: 


Neb'er will I leave thy yet lov d form, 
Nor let you hence depart; 

Till that bright dagger low is ſheath'd 

Within this woe fraught heart: 
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Receive it then he ſternly cried, 
While ſavage fury glow'd— 
The pointed ſteel her boſom pierc'd— 


The crimſon torrent flow'd. 


Forgive O Lord ſhe faintly ſaid, 
Should he forgiveneſs ſue. 


Death has, my Henry, nought ſo harſh 
As bidding you adieu | 


He turn'd to leave the fatal place; 
But yet relented not. | 

And when with joy he hail'd a ſhip, 
The dreadful ſcene forgot. 


But God will ne'er permit ſuch crimes 
Unnotic'd long to paſs; 
For tho” his Judgments flow may ſeem, 


They're found too ſure at laſt. 


POETRY. 
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The ſhip, for many days, paſs'd on 

The ſurface ſmooth and clear; 
But ſoon the gathering clouds obſcure, 

And thunder rent the air: 


Long time the Mariners exert 
Their {kill the bark to fave, 

But higher yet the winds ariſe, 
And mock each angry Wave. 


Too late remorſeleſs ſorrow prey'd 
In Henry's guilty breaſt; 

Too late from prayers he ſeeks relief, 
Nought can reſtore his reſt, 


Alzara haunts his troubl'd mind: 
Her cries ſeem in each wave: 

Deſtractedly he haſte's on Deck, 

And ſought a watery grave, 
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And unobſerv'd by every eye 

He plung'd the merc'leſs tide, 

With wild deſpair and frantic grief, 
Calling his murder'd bride. 


MO arm ern ——— 


LINES 
Addreſs d to Mr. Howard. 


Mx Muſe longdormant now aſſumes new birth, 
To ſing, Oh Howard, thy immortal worth. 
Too weak's my pen I own to paint thy praiſe, 
Vet deign to hear my inexperienced lays. [ ſtate, 
While thouſands ſpend their time in rooms of 
Thy aim was to relieve the wretched's fate. 

To calm affliction, and to ſooth to reſt 
Unhappy Mortals long with grief oppreſt. 

Nor was thy goodneſs to this Iſle confin'd; 
Far diſtant Lands have known thy bounties kind. 
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Freed from confinement by thy generous care, 
How many hearts for thee unite in pray' r. 
Many by riches have acquir'd a name; 
But thine, Oh Howard, will be firſt in fame. 
Thy heav'nly goodneſs ne'er can equall'd be: 
Few have the heart, ſcarce one the will like thee. 
Should keen affliction e' er oppreſs thy breaſt, 
Some Angel kind will ſooth thy Soul to reſt. 
« And when thou beſt and matchleſs man 
« Haſt ſpent this ſhort uncertain ſpan, 
Fearleſs ſhall thou behold the approach of 
death, | 
And with calm reſignation yield thy breath. 
Sweet the repoſe you in the grave will find: 
And leave a name ador'd by all mankind. 


THE 


POETRY. 


THE 


DRUID and DOVES, 


AN 


EL EGT. 


To view the riſing morn approach, 

A Druid left his moſſy couch; 

And through a ſolitary grove, 

The penſive hermit thoughtful rov'd, 
When ſeated near a friendly oak, 

The feelings of his mind thus ſpoke, 

« Ah what is life? how ſhort the ſpan! 
How few the longeſt days of man! 

At morn they bloom like yon fair green; 
But ev'ning cloſes ſoon the ſcene: 

The ſtage of life no more they tread; 
They then are number'd with the dead; 
What myſtery in that thought there lies. 
How far beyond our mortal eyes! 
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Then how can man's deluſive heart 

Thus boaſt their valour and their art. 
When not the wiſeſt have the power, 

To lengthen life one fleeting hour. 

What is their pomp, their pride, or wealth, 
Denied the valu'd gem of health? 

That man, who daily bleſſings prove, 


Should rarely lift one thought above: 
That few in gratitude will raiſe, 

To own their great Creator's praiſe. 
Thus ſaid: he paus'd to ruminate 
The different decrees of fate. 

High o'er his head a friendly ſhade, 
The branches of the Oak had made: 
A faithful pair, by love endear'd, 
With artleſs care their neſt prepar'd. 
Two beauteous Doves by inſtinct led, 
Had to the leafy ſhelter fled, 


n 
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And there, ſecur'd from every fear, 

They daily watch'd their unfledg'd care. 

The maſter of the well-form'd neſt. 

Awak'd, and thus his mate addreſt: 

« Ariſe Columba, ſee the fun 

His Eaſtern courſe has juſt begun; 

Soft Zephyrs wanton in the air; 

The reapers to the field repair; 

Let us join the humble train; 

And ſecure the golden grain; 

As yet the dew adorns the thorn, 

Emblems of the beauteous morn ; 

Nature all around is gay, 

Let us haſte to join the lay. 

The parent bird his note gave o'er. 

He now had ceas'd to ſpeak no more. 

An Archer's too well guided dart 

Had pierc'd the faithful lover's hae, 
C3 
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He fell, and by the Hermit's fide, 
The tender partner gaſp'd and died. 
Amazed, the ſage his ſeat forſook, 
And from the wound the arrow took, 
Too late's relief, Lites ſpan is o'er, 
Columba muſt his loſs deplore. 
Unhappy pair the ſage replied, 

He, who united can divide. 

In your fad lot, my own I ſee, 
Example what I ſoon may be; 

T was fate that ſtruck the deadly blow, 
An hour perhaps may lay me low. 
Aut grant, O God, when life is paſt, 
And I ſhall have refign'd my laſt, 

I may with you thoſe realms explore, 
'To reſt in heaven, I aſk no more. 

But tho' the fage theſe maxims drew, 


Twas not Columba thus with you; 
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Grief had o'erflow'd your artleſs breaſt, 


And robb'd your ſo long valued reſt, 


She thus exclaim'd with broken ſigh, 
Ah why Columbus did you die! 

Ah why did unrelentleſs fate, 

Thus part me from my faithful mate! 
My hapleſs neſtlings now deplore 

Your loſs, you ne'er will meet him more: 
Where 1s thy paternal care, 

Which ſo oft our young could cheer? 
Where thy fondneſs which could charm, 
And ſecure from every harm? 

Why deſtroyer of our race, 

Did you reach this happy place? 

Why did not this boſom feel 

Inſtead of thee the pointed ſteel? 

Still muſt I the loſs deplore | 


Of Columbus, now no more. 
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Thus the plaintive parent dove 


ä 


Mourn'd her loſt departed love. 
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The hermit, who attentive heard, 

The pleadings of the ſorrowing bird, 
With tender pity ſtrove in vain 

To ſooth and mitigate her pain; 

For grief had ſtruck the poignant dart, 
And forrow rent her faithfull heart. 

She ſunk, her heart reſign'd her breath, 


And welcom'd the approach of death. 
The druid to his cell return'd, 
And thus the accident he mourn'd, 


How great my God was thy decree, 


How great the leſſon ſent for me! 


A look of thine can call my breath, 
And fink this form in ſilent death. 
Or if Thy hand, whence mercies flow, 


Had warded not the fatal blow, 
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The ſkilful ſportſman's pointed dart 


Had pierced this time worn aged heart. 
No earthly hand had power to ſave 

Me from the low and peaceful grave. 
Then let this daily me remind, 

That thou my God art ever kind. 

And will with mercy guide me ſtill, 

And keep me ſafe from human ill. 

While thus convinc'd, how great his God, 
He reſted on his moſs crown ſod. 


—— my, 


LINES 


WROTE DURING THE 


KING's INDISPOSITION, 


Loox down great God from Heav'ns high Arch; 
Accept our ardent pray'r: 
Withdraw this dire affliction Lord, 


From off our Sov'reign dear. 
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Reſtore him to his Subjects all, 
Who now with grief oppreſt 
To thee apply, by whoſe great power 


Their grief can be redreſt. 


Thou canſt alone his pains remove, 
Thou ozly life can give: 

Extend thy hand Almighty God, 
And let thy ſervant live: 


Till full of years he ſhall be call d, 

Thy righteouſneſs to view: 

And to receive that heavenly Crown, 
Which then will be his due. 


Thy friendly hand alone O Lord, 
Can bring the afflicted reſt! 


Diſpel thoſe anxious cares great God 
That fill his partner's breaſt! 
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Let all her fears be huſh'd in peace, 
Which like a tender Wife, 


Can ne'er be calm, while thus, her lord 


So lingers out his life. 


Y Leet all his royal prog' ny ſtill, 
4 Thy bleſſings ever ſhare; 
And may the time be long, ere they 


Looſe his paternal care. 


, Accept great God our fervent prayer, 
Z Addrefs'd to the alone! 
Yet not our will, but thine O Lord, 


Be till for ever done! 
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ON THE 


DEATH 


O 


Ma. HOWARD. 


An ſay thou ſympathiſing lovely maid, 
Why falls the pearly tear, why droops thy head ? 
Why does keen ſorrow thus thy breaſt aſſail? 
What favour'd mortal does the muſe bewail? 


Lo! ſhe exclaim'd, and pointed to the Urn. 


Thereliesthe form which nature all muſt mourn. 
There's the remaining part of Howard's clay; 
What breaſt can then of joy admit a ray ? 

Go let the mournful verſe thy tribute raiſe, 
And paint the paper with his matchleſs praiſe, 
No more the Dungeon with his name ſhall ring; 
No more with joy the helpleſs captives ſing; 
No more ſhall Howard, with an Angel's ſpeed, 
Deſcend the cavern, or the hungry feed: 
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No more the generous Howard ſhall appear, 
To raiſe the victim from his fixt deſpair. 
Howard whoſe preſence could a joy impart; 
And eaſe the ſorrows of each bleeding heart. 
That God who ſent him claims again the prize, 
And calls him home to join his kindred fcies: 
Then mourn ye wretches who innur'd to grief, 
From Howard now can find no more relief. 
No more that hand, which bleſſings could impart, 
Reſtores a huſband to a conſort's heart. 
Loaded with chains the wretched father lies, 
In vain the helpleſs infants raiſe their cries; 

No longer Howard's foſtering care is nigh; 
No more the priſon gates ſhall open fly. 

For who, lov'd ſpirit, ſhall thy paths purſue, 
Or keep the tract, which thou haſt laid to view. 


Does there a mortal yet ſurvive, whoſe heart 


Like thine ſuch general good wou'd full impart. 
B 
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So few there are ſuch virtuous precepts ſway; 
And fewer thoſe, the impulſe would obey. 

But Charity alone was all thy view; 

And Heav'n will recompenſe, a work ſo true. 
All nature then uniting fervent pray'r | 
Will joyful yield you to your Maker's care. 
And Angels, will, from his unbounded ſway, 
Conduct your ſpirit to the realms of day, 
Where Seraphs, with triumphant ſmiles appear, 
And welcome hail you from this world of care. 
Conducted through Celeſtial ranks above, 
Your Lord receives you, with a ſmile of love. 
Well thou haſt acted, faithful ſteward he'll ſay 


Receive your Crown which never ſhall decay. 
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CLARA, 


TX Bo 


Wer night her ſable mantle drew, 
And all were wrapt in ſleep: 
When ſilver Luna's brighteſt tints 


Spread o'er the liquid deep: 


When birds their tuneful notes gave o'er, 
And ſolemn ſilence reigns; 

When Shepherd's pipes no more were heard, | 
From off the verdant plains: 


Poor Clara, wretched in deſpair! 
Her peaceful Cot forſook, 


And where proud Neptune rolls his waves, 


Her way in ſilence took. | : 
D 2 
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How ſoon ſhall theſe fond arms embrace 
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Upon a bank, with moſs o'er grown, 


The lovely maid reclin'd; 
And to the ſorrowing winds breath'd forth, 


The ſorrows of her mind. 


When will my Hero here return 
To eaſe this wretch'd breaſt ? 
When will my Charles leave yon rough ſeas, 


And me reſtore to reſt ? 


PA 


My Lord, my Huſband dear? 
Let him, Oh Sovereign of the ſeas, 
Be thy peculiar care! 


Reſtore him ſafely to a Wife 
Ye Angels kind above; 
Who now with fad deſpair is rack'd 


For him, her only love, 
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Exalt your heads ye fatal rocks 
That lurk beneath the ſea; 
Then will my failor fafely paſs, 
And keep his veſlel free. 


Be calm ye waves which angry roll, 
3 And be your ſurface clear; 
That he his native cliffs may hail, 


Secure from ev'ry fear. 


Scarce had ſhe ſpoke, and on the ſea 
An anxious look had caſt, 
When on the water near her feet, 


A death like corpſe flow'd paſt. 


| Again the ſea with haſty force | 
f Soon daſlꝰ d it on the ſhore, 
| And to the allicted Clara brought 
1 he youth ſhe did deplore, 
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Frantic with grief, the mourn ing fair 
Was now of ſenſe bereft; 
No more her tears in torrents flow; 


The ſtream her eyes had left. 


My lite, my Lord, ſhe haſt'ly cried, 
You now are come indeed! 
But Clara's heart is turn'd to ſtone, 


Nor can it for you bleed. 


Is't thus, ye unrelenting waves, 
You've heard my fervent lays? 
You did it ſure to mock my grief, 


And bitter all my days? 


But you my God will hear my cries, | 


And take my parting breath; 


You will my Sorrows kindly ſeal, 
And ſend me welcome death. 
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In purer regions J ſhall dwell, 
And ſoar with thee above, 
Tis there my Charles and I ſhall meet, 


And there renew our love. 


And now, O death, I welcome thee, 
Since by my love I lie: 

Then faintly claſp't his ſleeping clay, 
And died without a ſigh. 


— ns 


LINES 


Adareſs'd to a particular Friend. 


Orr as tenacious memory haſtens back, 
To dwell Eliza on the ſcenes o'er paſt: 
Scenes of pure pleaſure undiſturb'd by care! 
How bleſt were we could they for ever laſt, 


— —— 
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How oft, by ſympathetic impulſe led, 
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Days of our youth that unperceiv'd paſs'd by, 
When thoughtleſs gaiety play'd round the 
Whenartleſs innocence enwrap'd the ſoul;[ heart; 


When play and learning ſhar'dan equal part. 


Grown to maturer years there ſtill were joys; 
A ſomething ſtill to render life more ſweet. 

Inſtruction fair th'expanding ideas rais'd, 
Andfriendſhip form'd ourheartsin one to meet. 


At evening grey the ſhaded ſeat have ſought; 
Where in ſoft uniſon each heart has beat, 

And undiſguis'd has given up thought for 
thought. 


Oft have we por'd on natures various works, 


And drawn an emblem from each trifling 


flower; 
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The trembling aſpen, and the olive green, 
That each alike proclaim'd th' Almighty's 
pow'r. 


Admir'd the Stream that daſh'd its ſilver waves, 
And proudly beat againſt the cliffs tall fide; 
The ſcene enrich'd by Cynthia's filver beams, 
That o'er the boundleſs deep would gently 

. glide, 


Luxurious nature ſeem'd to court the eye, 
What gratitude to God the thought inſpir'd! 

With chearfulheart each ruſtic own'd his praiſe, 
As to their hamlets they at eve retir'd. 


'T was then we felt the force of friendſhip's charm, 


"T was then each heart endear'd confeſs'd its 


pow'r; 
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We knew no wants beyond the preſent day, 
Nor felt a pain but at the parting hour. 


But now the early ſtream of life we've paſt, 


That glided on unhurtby threatening winds; 

We now through ſtronger waves muſt ſtem the 
tide, 

And to ſupport life's ſtorms prepare our minds. 


Neither can tell the cares that may await, 
The diſtant period of life's narrow ſpan. 
Severeſt trials may attend our fate: 
Short and unequal are the days of man. 


But ſtill as through this earthly vale we ſtray, 
May the ſame tye that mark d ourinfantyears, 
Illume each boſom with its genial ray, 


And by its influence ſoften all our cares. 
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May the envenom'd tongue of ſcandal, ne'er 


Breathe its ſlow poiſon to diſſolve the chain, 


Nor baſe detraction ever gain the pow'r, 
To plant in either breaſt a gleam of pain. 


No my, Eliza! as we yet have liv'd, 
Two faithful votꝰries at fair friendſhip's ſhrine, 
Still we'll preſerve the fadeleſs wreath ſhe gave, 
And only part with life, in heav'n to join. 


LR 


HERMIT 


AN 


IMITATION. 


Ar the cloſe of the day, when the Village is 
fill, 
And Man, relaxationfrom labour wou'd prove, 
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When ſilence pervaded, each neighbouring hill, 

And the Nightingale whiſper'd, her notes 
through the grove. 

At the door of his cave where the Ivy entwin'd, 

His Evening devotions, a Hermit began, 

Tho? he ſeem'd to the will, of his maker reſign d, 

He harbour'd, thoſe failings, inherent to man. 


His memory tenacious, return'd to thoſe days, 

When the ſoft ſtreams of pleaſure, illumin'd 
his heart CET ets 

When health, ting'd his cheek, with her genial 
rays, 

When youth, and activity render'd their part. 

Now enfeebl'd by age, in retirement loſt, 
Not one gleam of joy could his boſom ſurmiſe ; 
The ſprings gayeſt verdure no rapture cou'd 


lend, 


Andnew diſcontentment with morn would ariſe. 
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I ſee he obſerv'd, the gay flowerets bloom, 
By nature enriched they are cheerful and gay; 
But ſoon will the bloſſoms be ting'd witha gloom, 
How ſoon unlamented they all will decay, 
'Tis thus when the taper, of life is conſum'd, 
The aſhes in ſilence are laid in the grave; 

We knowthatthe mortal remains are intomb'd, 
But will God for ever, our ſouls deign to fave ? 


In ſilent dejection, chen mournful he muſed, 
When a voice in ſoft accents, thus breath'd in 
his ear 

Frail mortal, why thus Heavens power abuſe ? 
Why doubt the Almighty's omnipotent care? 
He ſendsthee each bleſſing the world can produce 
With knowledge and virtue inriches the whole. 
In return for the comforts beſtow'd for thy uſe, 


Let effuſions of gratitude flow from the ſoul. 
E 


38 POETRY. 


— — — ——— 
When thy eyes can ſtill, daily, ſuch bleſſings 


diſcern, 
Canſt thou blindly ſuppoſe, that with life it will 
end; | 
Ah rather attend to experience and learn; 
In thy boſom let hope its ſweet influence blend. 
Whattho'whenthe tempeſt of Winter's diſplay'd, 
The roſeate flowers ere rob'd of their bloom, 
Does it follow that when their bright verdure's 
decay'd, 


They neveragainwillemerge from their gloom? 


Yes ſurely the Spring will return with mild ray, 

To nouriſh the plants, to revive them again ; 

From the remnants, new beauties will blaze into 
day, 

| More blooming, the delicate hue they'll retain: 
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Is not this a proof, that when life is no more; 


When the Soul is removed from its manſion 
of clay, 

Diveſted of all that obſcured it before, 

Tis deſign'd to inhabit the regions of Day? 


No longer then, mortal, deſtruſt the great power, 

That bleſt thee with life, but to take it again: 

Look forward with hope to the haſtening hour, 

Which removes thee to bliſs, from this dark 
vale of pain. 

Convinc'd of his error, the Hermit reſign'd, 

In perfect obedience to heaven's beheſt, 

No more diſcontentment awaited his mind. 


Tranquility gave to each pleaſure a reſt. 
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THE 


RURAL EXCURSION 


PARTY To COBHAM. 


Tias on a beauteous morning fair, 
When gentle Zephyrs fan'd the air, 

A party had propos'd that day, 

To taſte the ſweets of ſmiling May 

To make the journey quite compleat, 

And to enjoy the rural heat, 

A Servant had the baſket brought, 

With every cool refreſhment fraught. 

Their walk was bent acroſs the fields, 

To view the bounties nature yields; 

The hawthorn ſheds its ſweet perfume; 

And beauteous May was ſeen to bloom: 

The humble primroſe here was found; 


And violets ſweeter deck'd the ground; 
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While to compleat the rural ſcene, 


Fach meadow wore its verdant green. 
As onward now they bent their way, 
Painting the beauties of the day, 
(The voice ſtill vibrates in my ear) 
Good God! why Sam does not appear 
In vain their eyes trace back what's paſt, 
For Sam does not appear at laſt. 
They then again their walk purſue, 
Untill a gliſt ning caught their view: 
And now behold, in armour bright, 
Whole ranks of ſoldiers in their fight; 
Theſe paſt, their walk reſume again. 
Through graſſy fields and verdant lane. 
At length the Rector's manſion roſe, 
At which with joy each boſom glows: 
Each haſtes to find a friendly ſeat, 
To ſereen them from the ſcorching heat. 
| E; 
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That's wafted from the neighbouring trees, 


| To call, at their return to tea. 
For Henneſs next they ſpeed their way, 
| Regardleſs of the ſpending day, 


With glee an humble cot is ſeen, 
The hoſt tho” poor yet kind and clean; 


They here enjoy the cooling breeze, 


All ſcem fo pleas'd, they ſoon agree 


Which ſoon they reach, and there again 
Reſolve ſome minutes to remain. 

As they the cooling ſhade enjoy'd, 
And were in pleaſing chat employ'd, 

A friend (by chance whoſe buſineſs lay 


As fortune will'd it in their way) 
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Proclaim'd the news they wiſh'd to hear, 
That Sam and baſket both were near 
At Cobham when they all had dined; 
They haſte the village ſchool to find. 
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Here blooming Children, rang'd arow, 
With fair Hygeia's bleſſings glow 

Beſide them fits their Tutor kind, 

Whoſe care 1s to improve each mind. 
High pendant hangs what all muſt fear, 
And which to ſhun each ſtrives with care. 
When din'd the Church they go to view, 
Surrounded with the mournful yew; 

The riſing hillocks they ſurvey, 

Where peaceful fouls in ſlumbers lay. 
When they had walk'd the building round, 
And read each tombſtone on 15 ground; 
Some wiſh'd their walk ſtill to purſue, 
The ſtately edifice to view, 
Where Darnly's aſhes are to reſt, 

Now he 1s call'd to join the bleſt. 

But as they are not all inclin'd, 


Three of the party ſtay behind: 
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The reſt agreed, the ſervant call, 


| And thus proceed unto the Hall. 
| With haſty ſteps they pace the green, 
| At length the Mauſoleum's ſeen, 
| The ſervant now walk'd on before, 
| 1 To gain admittance at the door; 
But how, my muſe, ſhall I relate 
The wayward deſtiny of fate! b 
Their walk has now been all in vain, f 
For no admittance can they gain. 3 
| Sometime they ſpend in this delay, 4 
| At length for home direct their way: 3 
F- But ſcarce the manſion houſe they ſpy'd, 3 
When Fate no more her boon deny'd, F 


For through the towering trees was ſeen, 
A youth of fair and portly mien, 
Who kindly offers to obtain, 


TH admittance which they ſought in vain. 


POETRY. 45 


— 


But eve advancing faſt they find. 
Therefore his offer they declin'd; 

He introduces now a friend, 

Who in his walk did him attend: 

Some minutes then being ſpent in talk, 
Again the party trace their walk; 

But as there nothing elſe occur'd, 

(At leaſt that's worthy of a word) 

My narrative no more can tell, 

Untill they all reach'd Singlewell ; 
Where two more Ladies there they find 
Had join'd the party left behind, 

And as they here propos'd to ſtay, 
The Gentlemen purſu'd their way— 
Now Soll from off the earth recedes, 
And cool, refreſhing eve, ſucceeds. 


When fairies dance in mazy round, 


With lightſome footſteps on the ground; 
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While graſshoppers their notes ſupply, 


And form in concert harmony : 
When birds in pairs to coverts flew, 
And hawthorn buds were dipt in dew : 
| When Luna's robes of ſilver dye 
Ilum'd throughout the azure ſky, 
And danc'd along the liquid ſea, 
Or play'd upon each ruſtling tree, 
Again they trace each verdant green, 
Enj oying natures moon light ſcene, 
This walk concludes the cheerful day, 


And none was ever ſpent more gay. 


And now the rural pleaſure's o'er, 
Each ch ſtopt at their reſpective door. 

And as I think no more 1s due, 
Both muſe and pen I bid adieu. 
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ON A 


YOUNG GENTLEMAN 


wHO DIED IN A 


CONSUMPTION. 


Crasx, Ceaſe awhile your artleſs ſongs of love, 
Ye tuneful Syrens of the leafy grove: | 
And you my Muſe in ſilence droop your head; 
Awhile each ſocial joy of life be fled. 

Can calm compoſure lull my ſoul to reſt; 

Can ought but ſorrow reign within my breaſt; - 
While in a lifeleſs ſleep, iretch'd on the bed, 
The beſt of brothers, more than friend, lays dead. 
& Juſt in the prime of life death ſnatch'd his prey, 
From this dark world to realms of endleſs day: 
On Angels wings to his great God 1s borne, 
While we in ſorrow o'er his grave may mourn. 
| Fain would my pen in tender lines expreſs, 
The chriſtian virtues which my friend poſſeſ ds: 
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But far too limited muſt prove my art, 


To paint each action of his generous heart: 
Ill only ſay what all muſt own his due, 


Great were his merits, and his faults but few. 


And ſince, oh! deareſt friend life's ſpan is ver, at 

And we on this vain earth can meet no more; 

Within my heart a monument ſhall riſe, = 

Supported by a flame that never dies, : 
That of pure friendſhip, whoſe celeſtial ray. 

Shall mourn the loſs of thee till lifes laſt day. = 

When I above, again ſhall meet my friend, SY 

And taſte of happineſs that ne'er can end. 2 
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AS SUPPOSTNG HERSELF 


PARENT or A YOUNG GENTLEMAN, 
Who was gone to the Eaſt Indies. 
Tux Silver beams of yon bright orb 
Illumes the aerial ſky; 
Each verdant plant of Flora's pride, 
Aſſumes a fable dye; 


Each warbler now has left the grove, 
Which late rehears'd its lay; 
The bird of eve alone remains, 
To cheer the finiſh'd day. * 


The fleecy flock pen'd in the fold, 


Forget their ſportive play; 


The lowly hind reſigns his pipe 
Which late he tun'd fo gay. 
F 
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All nature thus retir'd to reſt, 
The buſy world I leave; 


And ſolitude alone will ſeek, 
An abſent ſon to grieve. 


While on the ſandy beach I ſtray, 
Of Albion's glaſly tide : 

Far from a tender parent's ſight, 
Doth Kennard's Veſſel glide. 


In pity to a mother's woe, 
Oh Neptune, grant my pray'r! . 
Let my lov'd boy, my fondeſt hopes, 4 
Be thy peculiar care. 


Ye tritons who ſubmiſſive wait, 
Your monarchs great decree, 
Preſent to him a mother's fears, 


And intercede for me. 20 
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May every wave glide ſmooth along, 

And proſperous be each gale, 
That wafts him o'er yon diſtant ſeas, 

And fills each op'ning fail. 


May awful lightning ceaſe to glare, 
7 And thunder harſh to ſound, 
| 4 Till Kennard hails the happy ſoil, 
of India's fruitful ground. 
—— 


ON SEEING A 


MEDALLION 
Which repreſented Hope. 


An ! beauteous Virgin, undiſguis'd by art, 
What ſacred bleſſings doſt thou here impart. - 


Without thee what's mankind, and all his pow'r, 
For thou'rt the Guardian of each riſing hour. 
F 2 
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On thee the Merchant reſts, when far from home 
He ſends his venture diſtant ſeas to roam: 

To thee the Miſer flies more to attain ; 


On thee relies to ſwell his unjuſt gain: 


The weary Trav'ler, loſt in deſert wild, 

Reſts all his comfort on thy mercy mild : 

"Tis thou alone that baniſheth deſpair, | 

And wipeth from her eyes, the Widow's tear. 
When health forſakes th' indulgent Parent's eye, 
And death with haſty ſteps approaches nigh, 
Yet ſtill, till life's laſt ebb, thou pitying maid 
Supporteth orphans with thy gentle aid. 225 
And when is fled that dear and valu'd life, 
That parts the conſort from the faithful wife, 
You ſtill can cheer them with your genial ray, 
And learn them to reflect there is a day 

When he who parts them can again reſtore, 
To the de ſponding wife, to part no more, 
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Themuch-lov/dhuſband and the faithful friend, 
To ſhare that happineſs which knows no end. 
And ſince thou canſt ſuch bleſſings here impart, 
Pour the ſoft balm into a parent's heart, 

Calm her dear mind, and oh ! within her breaſt, 
Secure a laſting and eternal reſt. 


FPͤPTſÜ· —᷑—... 
ON THE 


RECOVERY 


OF A 


Much-efteem'd Friend. 


Ax ! welcome tidings, which I now receive, 


That tells me beauteous Emma ſtill may live. 


Let general joy in ev'ry breaſt appear, 

And keen ſuſpenſe be baniſh'd with deſpair. 

May ev'ry heart awhile forget its care, 

And join, for Emma's health, in fervent pray'r. 

Ye feather'd warblers of the ſhady grove, 

Tune your glad hearts in praiſe to him above. 
"> 
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May wretched minds who nought but forrow 


This day forget in joy their ev'ry woe. know, 
While my poor heart its incenſe here ſhall raiſe, 
And join the tender conſort in his praiſe, 
To that great God, who only life can give: 
Who.-now with mercy bids thy Emma live. 
Long may that life ſo valu'd be preſerv'd, 
And ev'ry happineſs for her reſery'd. 

May each corroding care for ever ceaſe, 

And crown her boſom with content and Peace. 
May ſorrow ne'er diſturb her calm repoſe, 
And may ſhe never know affliction's woes. 
May kind proſperity attend her fate, 

And ev'ry earthly bleſſing on her wait. 

May fair Hyge ia, heav'n born lovely maid, 
Long guard that valu'd health with her kindaid. 
Then friendſhip's fears like vapors will decay, 
And nature all around once more be gay. 
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on THE) 


DEATH 


OF A 


Much-lov'd Father. 


Tus day fix years was ſtruck the fatal blow, 
Which laid th' indulgent, beſt of parents low. 
No more his tender converſe ſhall I hear, 

Or witneſs now his fond paternal care. 
Unpitying death has claim'd his valu'd prey, 
And from his offspring call'd him far away. 
What tho' no monument ſhall mark the ſpot, 
Where ev'ry care of his is now forgot ; 

Yet ſhall my heart ere& within, an urn, 
And ever for my parent will I mourn. 

If thy celeſtial ſpirit now can view, 

This earthly world which long you've bid adieu, 
Protect my wand'rings in my youthful days, 
Inspire my heart to keep thy Redfaſt ways 


56 POETRY. 
22 


My thoughtleſs hours ſtill guard from ev'ry fear, 
And guide me with an Angel's fondeſt care; 
Teach my glad heart its gratitude to raiſe, 
And own my great Creator's matchleſs praiſe, 
As through the dreary path of life I tread, 

By vice or folly may I ne'er be led. 
When balmy ſleep ſhall cloſe theſe weary eyes, 
Do thou my guardian, ever watchful. riſe. 
Obtruſive fears will never fill my breaſt, 
While thou art nigh ſecurely I may reſt. 

If &er by pride, or paſſion led aftray, 

Extend thy mercy to reclaim my way. 

In ſweet religion may I always find, 

A gentle aid to fortify my mind ; 


| N 
To lead me in the right and perfect road, 


And make me worthy of that bleſt abode, 
Where you my parent, with Archangels join, 
In hymns of praiſe to God who is divine. 
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Then ſhall I meet again my more than friend, 
And ſhare that happineſs which ne'er can end. 
Then ſhall I view my God, within whoſe face, 


Mercy and pity beam with matchleſs grace. 


1 
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Adareſs'd to Mrs. R., 
ON THE 


RECOVERY 


oF AN 


AMIABLE DAUGHTER. 


Acai Hygeia waves her lovely hand, 

And death reluctant flies at her command; 
The long-loſt bloom reſumes its ſeat again, 
And health returning fluſhes in each vein. 
High heay'n has heard th' indulgent parent's 
And made her Emma its peculiar care. [pray'r, 
Again ſhe lives a kind return to make, 

For cares long ſuffer'd for her valu'd fake. 
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Again ſweet hope, deſcendant of yon ſky, 

Bids you believe your Emma ſhall not die. 

She now. is ſpar'd to ſooth your anxious cares, 

And cheer the path of your declining years, 

But let us all reflect how came it ſo: 

From whom, from whence did this laſt bleſſing 
flow. | a 

To Heav'n our thoughts ſhall riſe, thoſe realms 
explore, 

Twas God, who can alone, frail life reſtore. 

Then let us all unite to him in pray'r, 

Who only could beſtow a gift ſo.rare. 

Long may that ſpan of life extended be, 

A life ſo valu- d both by you and me. 

Far be the ſummons of that tyrant death ; 

The moment long ere ſhe reſigns her breath. 

Long, ere the grave ſhall part the faithful pair, 

And call her hence from fond parental care. 
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— 
Yet ſhould this be the caſe, dare we repine 
At his great will, who ever 1s divine ? 
Rather let Fortitude, celeſtial maid ! 
L Deſcend and ſooth thee with her gentle aid. 
3 | For you my friend have felt the direful ſmart, 4 
And fully prov'd, the deareſt friends muſt part. ; 
5 Then let calm reſignation ſhield your breaſt, 
18 If Emma by a change is call'd to reſt: 

And then reflect, a Being ſtruck the blow, 
3 ST hat ſoon or late will ſummons all below. 


— ns 


Adareſs'd to Mr. Kemble, 
DURING AN 


INDISPOSITION. 


t Fax from the great, where innocence retreats, 
, An humble muſe thy name with pleaſure greets. 
| Thrice happy Kemble to poſſeſs ſuch art, 
That e' en thy fancied woes can melt each heart; 
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For tho' no witneſs to thy. merits great, 

I yet from others learn thy happy fate. 

Thy riſing talents are by all admir'd, 

Allpraiſe the warmthwith which thyboſom'sfir'd. 
Long may you Kemble, long may youbeprais'd, 
When from your painful illneſs you are rais'd : 
Long may you live the pride of Drury's ſtage, 
Careſs'd by youth and honour'd by hoar age. 
Another Garrick then the world would ſee, 
Another Roſcius riſe afreſh in thee. 


Adareſs'd to a Gentleman 


RETURN 


FROM THE 


WEST INDIES. 
Tunic welcome C--d-n to your native Iſle, 
Where peace and plenty jointly deign to ſmile. 
Where freedom ever hails each op'ning day, 
And no proud tyrant bears deſpotic ſway. 
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CY 4 4 L S _ . * — * « 
«Pp \ 2 Crna 8 oy 2 ' 


———— — — 


POETRY. 61 


Where juſtice firmly holds the equal ſcale, 


Where no ſtern laws, but o'er the bad, prevail; 
Where noble Britons live and flouriſh free, 
3 From all the cares which other nations ſee. 
I : f Such are the beauties of this valu'd ſhore, 
Where no tremendous cannons loudly roar. 
Soon may you leave the rough and unſafe ſeas, 
Enabled be to live a life of eaſe, 
| A tender wife would then forget thoſe cares, 


Which, while you're abſent, in her boſom wears. 


Two blooming girls would alſo daily ſhare, 
3 Th' advice and counſel of a parent dear. 
] Such are the pleaſures in your home you'll find, 
5 Should fortune proſp'rous prove, and N e>tune 
4 kind. 
le, That you may long enjoy ſuch endleſs bliſs, 
hs Flows truly from the heart that dictates this. 


Ya 


G EXTEMPORE 
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EXTEMPORE ODE 


To 


SOLITUDE. 


Ax ! Solitude thou bleſt abode 5 
Where peace alone can reign; 
Where calm repoſe can ever ſooth, 

And lull each anxious pain. q 


How oft with dire deſpair oppreſt, | 


The wretched court thy aid; 
And ſeek thy balmy bliſs to ſhare, 
With hope, celeſtial maid, 


Diſconſolate the widow ſtrays, 
When nature's wrapt in ſleep ; 
And ſilent ſeeks ſome hallow'd ſpot, 


In ſolitude to weep. , 
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CEC y 


To thee the woe-worn lover flies. 
To eaſe his ſorrowing breaſt ; 
In ſolitude his cares diſcloſe, 


When nought can give him reſt. 
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T hou calm repoſe, which to each woe 


-Y 
Thy joys ſerene ſhall me improve, 


44 


A bleſſing can impart ; 
And edify my heart. 


While I thy ſacred haunts ſhall trace. 
My thoughts ſublime ſhall raiſe ; 
My heart inceſſantly ſhall learn 


# | 3 
Ilts great Creator's praiſe. 
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ON THE 


D244 


oF 


MR. R. DAWSON, 
Who died in a Decline at Nottingham. 


Ves, ke is gone, the flow'r of life is fled ; 

And ev'ry charm with Robert now lays dead. 
Let ſolemn ſilence flit along the grove, 

Which late re-echo'd harmony and love. 

No more let cheerful glee inſpire each tongue, 
Forget ye warblers that ye ever ſung. 

No more with ruſtic mirth ye happy ſwains, 
Attune your pipes on Nottingham's fair plains. 
To mourn his loſs unite each rural maid, 

And ſympathizing, ſooth his gentle ſhade. 

As the north wind deſtroys the new-born roſe, 
Cropt in its youth its ſweets 'can ne'er diſcloſe, 
So death the tyrant which we muſt obey, 


Has call'd him hence to join his fellow clay. 


ſe, 
ſe, 


POETRY, 65 
— Gäü j:ꝙꝓↄ . 


That gracious God who only gave him birth, 
Found him too perfect to inhabit earth. 

But ſtop lov d ſhade, ere thou attainſt that bourn 
From which no mortal ever can return; 

Stay and behold my ſacred unfeign'd woe, 
Long ſhall the tears of friendſhip for thee flow. 


But what ayails to thee the ſorrowing tear, 


W bo riſe ſuperior both to grief and care. 


Happy thy ſpirit from this world thus free, 


3 Where pain and ſorrow were reſerv'd for thee. 
| : | Depriv'd of ev'ry God that could delight, 
F His much-griev'd ſpirit wing'd its rapid flight, 
1 Io join thoſe realms of never-ending day, 
1 To meet thoſe parents death has made his prey. 
When at the heavenly gate his ſpirit ſtands, 


Guide him ye Angels, by your foſtering hands, 
To meet with rapture his redeeming God, 
And trace thoſe paths the good alone have trod 


ELOISA'S 
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ELOISA'S 
F 


AB ELAR D. 


Oxcz more my pen performs the arduous taſk, 
To read it Abelard is all I aſk. 

A few ſhort days alone, and then, the laſt, 

The fatal vow will then theſe lips have paſt, 
Diſtracting thought, my wretched heart willrend! 
To looſe thee Abelard, my more than friend. 
'Tis now no crime to tell thee all my woe, 
Uninterrupted then my tears may flow : 

But ſhort's the time that brings the kind relief, 
I then no more mult own to thee my grief; 

I then no longer muſt to thee impart, 

The woe-worn feelings of a tortur'd heart. 
This life devoted to my God muſt be, 


I then muſt ſtrive to think no more on thee : 


2 
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Pen'd in a convent's ſolitary gloom, 
Loft Eloiſa now will be thy doom. 
Beyond whoſe ſacred walls and penſive grove, 


A Veſtal's thoughts are all forbid to rove. 


Their laws demand me to forget thy name, 
And quell for ever this unhallow'd flame : 
This is my Abelard to be my lot, 

But can a name fo dear be e'er forgot? 

Can I forget thoſe hours when paſs'd with thee ? 
The world, its pleaſures, all were loſt to me, 
If thou wert abſent all was keen deſpair, 

But joy return'd when Abelard was near. 

Yet paſs'dareall thoſe hours thus ſpent with you; 
Too quick the tranſient fleeting pleaſure flew. 
Still to augment my reſtleſs anxious care, 
Will thy lov'd image to my mind appear : 
And when devotion actuates this heart, 


Still will my Abelard ſupply a part. 


N 1, <=, %.. 4 a "= * 
8 Ll * 2 . * \ 


68 POETRY. 
— 
Oft when my ſacred beads I number o'er, 


My thoughts will ſtray to him I moſt adore, 
So, oft when at the croſs I bend my knee, 
This rebel heart will think on nought bur thee. 
Deep have we drank the bitter cup of fate, 
Of keen affliftion both have felt the weight; 
Sweet balmy peace thy aid I aſk in vain, 

For thou art fled nor can return again. 

But here my tears in livelier torrents pour, 
We part my Abelard to meet no more : 

Yes, far from you my future hours muſt flow, 
Loſt in oblivion and a prey to woe; 

The tears of ſorrow trace the words I write, 
And woe-worn anguiſh does the lines indite. 
Long have I ſtrove to ſay the word adieu 
But when think, tis Abelard to you, 

Then fortitude with gentleneſs array'd, 


Flies my embrace, and 1corns to grant her aid, 
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Yet ſtill it muſt be done, the taſk once o'er 


My future years ſhall Abelard deplore: 

For tho! the world forbids we here ſhall prove, 
The ſweet delights of long and hallow'd love ; 
Yet heav'n in pity to our ſuff rings here, 


Again will join us in his manſion fair. 
Ah ! welcome hour that brings the wiſh'd relief, 
XZ Which can alone end Eloiſa's grief: 
Adieu! my Abelard for ever more, 

But know till then I ſtill muſt thee adore. 


ON | 
AF READING 
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EL OIS A. 


Crask Eloiſa thus to vent thy woe, 

For Abelard no more can ſorrow know. 

No more affliction wrings that tortur'd breaſt, 
Which in the grave now finds ete rnal reſt. 
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No more thy ſorrows grieve his wretched heart, 
For death in pity aim'd th' unerring dart. 
That youthful form which once youheld fodear, 
Has long with pleaſure left this world of care, 
His lifeleſs corpſe can think of thee no more, 
He ceaſes Eloiſa to adore. . 

When he thy tender lines has often read, 

The manly tears in torrents have been ſhed. 
Thoſe tears are dried, he now can heed thee not, 
Thy blooming charms are all by him forgot. 
He once with tranſport facred held thy name, 
But Eloiſa longer holds no claim. | 

If Abelard had liv'd, twas Fate's decree 

That you each other was no more to ſee. 

Why then repine ? he firſt is call'd away, 
Perhaps the time's but ſhort that you're to ſtay, 
Then let religion fortify your heart, 

Againſt the day that you ſhall hence depart, 
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Where you like Abelard will find repoſe, 
A ſweet retreat from all your former woes. 
When you are lifeleſs laid in his fad urn, 
Oft on thy fate will holy ſiſters mourn. 
How often tears of ſorrow will be ſhed, 
For Eloiſa when ſhe low is laid. 

How often to thy grove will they repair, 
And ſhed for thee a ſympathetic tear; 
While I at diſtance on thy fate deplore, 


Oft think on Eloiſa tho' no more. 


————————— 
A 


NUPTIAL CARD 


SENT TO A 


COUPLE 


ON THEIR 


WEDDING-DAY. 
Axis my Muſe to form the willing lay, 
And hail with rapture this auſpicious day. 
May peace and pleaſure ever on you wait, 
And every happineſs. attend your fate. 
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May unſeen troubles ne'er diſturb your reſt, 
Nor anxious cares obtrude within your breaſt. 
May mutual concord in each boſom ſway, 

Not only both ſtill love, but both obey. 

May fortune on you ſmile, and friends increaſe, 
And all conſpire to aid your laſting peace. 
May happineſs ſupport the Hymenial band, 
And health protect you with her genial hand. 
May future years in harmony yet flow, 

And firm affection in each boſom glow, 

Till life's ſhort ſpan arrives at wintry age, 
And gradually prepares to quit the ſtage. 

But then reflect, the tranſient parting o'er, 


Soon you will meet to part again no more. 


ADDRESS 


POETRY. 


ADDRESS'D 


ſt. 10 
SIR EDWARD KNATCHBULL. 


Desctxv once more, O Heav'n born maid] 
To give thy conſtant vot'ry aid. 

Tis politics demand my lay, 

Pleas'd the glad impulſe I obey. 

Urg'd by thy influence ſwift ſhall glide, 

My pen to hail the nobleſt ſide. 

While Liberty is held to view, 

q | Shall aught the Hero &er ſubdue? 

3 | Then welcome KNnAaTCHBULL, glorious name! 
q May England's bound'ries ſing thy fame. 

May the fair ſex with welcome ſmile, 

Hail KNaTcnBuLL, Hero of their Iſle! 

May royal hearts unite their pray'r, 


And his ſucceſs be all their care! 


II 


74 POETRY, 


— —— Y —p— — q rr 
Soon be the cauſe decided free, 


And each opponent vanquiſh'd be. 


May KNATCHBULL gain the glorious ſway, 

And reign the victor of the day 

Then form the Laurel Wreath ye fair, 
Triumphant KnaTcnBuLL ſhall appear. 

Each honor that to him is ſhewn, 

Is loyalty you owe the throne. 

Harmonious ſounds the warbling lyre, | 
His praiſe ſhall ev'ry breaſt inſpire, 

Each grateful heart with rapture ſing, 

The favour'd ſubject of their King. | 7 
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LAIRD or DORNOCK, 2 

A Highland Poem. | 

Near Leader Haughs, on Yarrow's green, 
Beneath a humble cot, 


In deſert air to bloom unſeen, 
Had been Ardelia's lot. 
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Not the firſt rays of riſing morn 
Could greater ſweets diſcloſe; 
The lilly's ſhade her cheeks adorn, 

Ting'd by the bluſhing role. 


Tho' Highland lads alone, as yet 
Thoſe artleſs charms had ſeen, 
When eber the ruſtic train ſhe met; 
| : All hail'd her May Day's Queen. 


Their 8 love the rural ſwains, 
With anxious care diſplay'd; 

But Albert, pride of Yarrow Plains, 
Addreſs d the charming maid. 


Ardelia lov'd the generous youth, 

And well his virtues knew : 
No wonder, thus both form'd for truth, 
That mutual paſſion grew. 
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Bleſs'd in each other, Conſtant Pair! 


They envy'd not the great; 


But happineſs, unmixt with care, 


Is not a mortal's fate. 


Dornock's proud Laird beheld the maid, 
And mark'd her for his own, 


To gain her love he long aſſay'd, 


He liv'd for her alone. * 


K 


Unlawful paſſions rend his breaſt; 
Contending with his pride; 
Ardelia robs his wonted reſt; 


Yet cannot be his bride. 


Unknown to greatneſs, pomp, or wealth, 
Was rear'd the beauteous maid : 

But ev'ry charm, deriv'd from health, 

The lovely girl array'd 


I 
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By gaudy preſents, firſt deceiv d; 


Her unſuſpecting heart, 
Thoſe fatal preſents ſtill receiv'd, 
Which ſtruck the pointed dart. 


Lur'd by the falſe perfidious tales 
Preſented to her view, 


Her Albert's love no more prevails, 
And Yarrow bids adieu. 


The Tartan plaid is laid aſide, 
And ſplendor fills its place: 
Plunging in pleaſure's tranſient tide; 
A victim to diſgrace. 


The charms of Leader Haugh's, no more 
Could joy to her impart: 


Her once lov'd Albert's form no more, 


Gave pleaſure to her heart. 
H 3 
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But how ſhall ruſtic words declare, 


The lover's ſad diſtreſs: 


How paint with force his dire deſpair; 
How all his grief expreſs. 


How oft the Highland lads have try d, 
In vain to ſooth his care; 

How often penſive have they ſigh'd, 
To ſee his fixt deſpair. 


Why did not proud Dornock behold, 
My lovely fair with ſcorn? 

More pure to me than Eaſtern gold, 
Which Eaſtern kings adorn. | 


Dear, loſt, unhappy, injur'd maid! ; 
I till muſt thee adore, 


e 


I ſtill for thee aſk heav'n's kind aid, 


To make thee bleſt once more. 


POETRY. 79 
— — 
If ere you Leader Haughs again, 


Or Yarrow banks purſue; 
Remember, on this peacefnl plain; 
Fond Albert died for you. 


Farewell ye ruſtic ſwains, which late 
ſo kindly pity gave: 
Impatient death doth now await, 


To link me in the grave. 


If &er my fair Ardelia ſtrays, 
A'near this penſive ſpot, 


Guide her ye friends, where Albert lays, 


And where each care's forgot. 


With friendſhips warmth their hands he preſſ'd, 
Then heav'd a ſorrowing ſigh, 
That ſoul, ſo long with grief oppreſt, 

Elated roſe on high. 
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The Highland lads, with ſorrow raiſe, 
Beneath the penſive ſhade, 
A tomb, in youthful Albert's praiſe, 
And ſacred rites diſplay'd. 


Too ſoon gay pleaſure wings its flight, 
Where Vice makes good her part: 

And ſorrow will chat breaſt affright, 
That wears a guilty heart. 


Splendor will tire, and grandeur fail, 
And guilt renew its force, 
Preſenting to its victims, frail; 
Its too deſtructive courſe. 


Remorſeleſs ſorrow, mixt with pain, 
Will ſuffer no repoſe: 
Depriv'd of innocence, in vain, 


Wou'd pleaſure interpoſe. 
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The loſt Ardelia vainly tries, 
That happineſs to know: 
Her ev'ry hour is ſpent in ſighs, 


In wretched ſpeechleſs woe. 


In vain ſhe wiſhes for thoſe days, 
Which paſſed on Yarrow's Plain; 
When peace attended all her ways; 
With all its ſmiling train. 


At length the news of Albert's death, 


Vibrated in her ear; 


| She ſtood, a while depriv'd of breath, 


The ſtatue of deſpair. 


Her torpid ſtupor then gave way; 
And madneſs ſeiz'd her brain: 

And at the firſt approach of day, 
She haſten'd to the plain. 
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Stretched on the clay of Albert's tomb, 
A while the mourner lies: 

A while ſhe lingered-hapleſs doom! 
The lovely victim dies. 
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Be warn'd by this ye Britiſh fair, 
And ſhun the power of pride; 
Ye then may reſt from anxious care, 


If Virtue's but your guide. 


— ———— 


Addreſs'd to a Gentleman. 
Mus1nc onDryden's works; thy gift my friend: 
Each active thought did to the Bard attend. 
With admiration ev'ry line ſurvey'd: 
Each word with eaſe and clegance array'd: 
My mind enlighten'd by well-written themes, 


Was loſt in contemplation's pleaſing dreams. 
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My guardian power's who conſtant vigils keep, 
Thus ſpoke, and rouſ'd me from my tranſient 

ſleep. 

ce Would Dryden, Muſes friend and lov'd by men, 
*« Have thus been ſlack to ply the willing pen? 
« Would he forget the grateful verſe to raiſe, 
« And echo forth the matchleſs Edward's praiſe ? 

* Reſume thy quill, for more is Knatchbull's due, 

* Than e'er thy lines have yetproduc'dto view. 

« With rapture ſnould thy mind the taſk explore, 
« To paint the man his country ſhall adore.” 

I roſe inſtructed, and with thoughts refined, 
Began the fav'rite ſubje& of my mind. 

Ariſe, O Kent, and ſtill defend the cauſe, 

Of him who offers to protect your laws; 

In Knatchbull, fee a truly generous heart, 

Above deceptions meaneſt guile, or art. 


No ſordid intereſt does his boſom fill; 


No oppoſition to his Sov'reign's will: 


_ * 
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Who then, that ever boaſts a loyal heart, 
Will e'er refuſe to ſecond Knatchbull's part. 
With unfeigned joy rehearſe Sir Edward's name; 
While numbers ſhall adore his riſing fame. 
Bright may great Sol's meridian tints appear, 
Calm and ſerene reſound the zephyr's air: 
High may the matin warblers tune their lay, 
And Nature's ſelf rejoic'd, new charms diſplay ; 
May zeal for him, each Britiſh breaſt adorn, 
And men of Kent, with rapture hail the morn, 
When Knatchbull ſhall victorious claim the 
ſway, 
An bear the then determin'd palm away. 
I ceas'd—They ſmil'd when had thus obey'd, 


And cried to D—n be it now convey'd 
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A YOUNG LADY 
Going to India. 


Tux waving zephyrs, riſe to gentle gales, 
The fluttering winds, extend the ſwelling fails, 
The pennants hoiſted, and the anchor weigh'd, 
Farewell Matilda, lovely generous maid. 
Since thou art doom'd to quit thy native home, 
For Eaſtern climes, on milder ſhores to roam. 
For thee, what anxious care this boſom ſways, 
Thou dear companion of my youthful days. 
Soft as the gentle movements of thy heart, 


Roll every wave, that ſets us more apart, 


When the ſlow ſailing bark, glides o'er the main, 


And Albion's cliffs thy ſight no more retain, 


Think once, Matilda, on thy abſent friend; 
And one foft ſigh to England's ſhores extend. 
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Then turn thy thoughts to meet a ſky more fair, 

A brighter hemiſphere, and warmer air. 

To ſee new hills in ſweet ſucceſſion riſe; 

The variegated greens unnumbered dyes: 

New flowers, that ne'er Britannic plains cou'd 
boaſt, 

In ſplendour flouriſh on Indoſtan's coaſt: 

New trees whoſe foliage, form a ſafe retreat, 

To ſcreen the weary trav'ler from the heat. 

Pleaſures, Matilda, hitherto unknown, 

Each ſetting day and riſing morn will crown: 

And while ſuch ſcenes await my valued friend, 

Her favourite walks ſhall Laura till attend: 

View the unſtable ſea at evening grey, 

And mark the progreſs of its liquid way : 

Or penſive ſtray the ſandy beach along, 

Which once Matilda gladen'd with a ſong. 

Or from this boſom, (till to friendſhip true) 

Take thy lov'd image, and thus talk of you, 
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Thou dear reſemblance of Matilda's face; 


Whoſe features beam her every look and grace; 

Whoſe eyes expreſſive ſpeak each thought re- 
fin'd, 

The inmate goodneſs of a worthy mind. 

And ſince the dear original's apart, 

Hear thou the effuſions of her Laura's heart. 

Reſt near the manſion of a faithful breaſt, 

And for Matilda's fake be ſtill careſt. 

In all my wandrings, and Pe e'er I go, 

Be thou the ſoothing partner of my woe. 

The gentle monitreſs, to guard from fault; 

And to correct, each inattentive thought. 


And when this ſcene of life draws near the cloſe; 
And every ſenſe declines in ſoft repoſe. 


When friendſhip can no more a charm impart, 


Or aught give pleaſure to this beating heart ; 
When it ſhall even ceaſe to think of thee; 
Still on my boſom let thy ſtation be; 


i 88 POETRY, 
\ ET a rn" — — 
Still Keepthy empire, near the clay cold breaſt; 
| And, {ink with me to an eternal Reſt. 
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VW nzx Nature's tyrant aims th' unerring dart, 


Oh how defective is man's greateſt art. 
No age, no ſtate's exempt from his decree, 


When death demands, frail life reſign'd muſt be, 


But 'tis not thoſe, who longeſt life have ſeen, 
That firſt are call'd to quit this earthly ſcene. 
How oft the tree is paſt that's wither'd grown, 


And the ſtem ſnapt, ere yet the bud has blown. 
E'en now the parents hope to them is dead, 
The gentle ſtream of life for ever fled. 

With prudent fondneſs they the bleſſing priz'd, 
And growing virtues in their child deſcry'd. 
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But e'er thoſe virtues had perfection known, 
The Almighty Father claim'd her as his own. 
She knew no fin, nor fear'd its direful train; 
Tranſient her journey through this world of pain; 
With ſpotleſs innocence, ſhe's now array'd; 
And wears a crown that time will never fade. 
With hoſts of angels, there her praiſes join, 
To him, who only can be all divine. 

Then while above ſuch endleſs bliſs ſhe ſhares, 
Let fortitude ſuppreſs parental cares. 

Short is the period of life's longeſt ſpan; 

And ſoon expended are the days of man. 

A few ſhort years may drop the earthly clay, 
And wing your ſoul to realms of endleſs day: 
To meet Eliza on that bliſsful ſnore, 


Where pain and ſorrow can obtrude no more. 
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ADDRESS D 


TO A 


100 T H,. 
On his leaving England. 
War pen can paint, what tongue expreſſive 
tell, 
The keen ſenſation of the word farewell! 
How ſoon ſhall ſeparation's direful hand, a 
Diſperſe to diff rent parts this little band. 1 
F'en now the eri the hours are paſt, 
Ah me, and muſt we bid adieu at laſt! 4 
To diſtant land you far are calld, my friend; 3 
Where unſeen dangers every ſtep attend. 4 


But oh, may heaven protect you with its care, 


And guide you ſafely free from ev'ry fear. 
May guardian angels ever round you ſtray, 

Nor ſtorms, nor tempeſts riſe to your diſmay. 
May ev'ry bliſs that heaven can ſend be yours, 
And ſafely guard you on Indoſtan's ſnores. 
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Be ev'ry wiſh enjoy'd that can impart, 

A gleam of joy or pleaſure to your heart. 
May peace and happineſs, where e'er you go, 
Unite with health, and ever round you flow. 
If friendſhip's wiſhes can be heard above, 
May ev'ry wiſh of mine propitious prove. 
Loaded with honors may you ſoon return, 
Parental fondneſs then will ceaſe to mourn. 
But ſee the op'ning canvas catch the gale, 
All hands are buſy'd, now ſhe's in full fail. 


With aching heart each failor waves his hand, 


A farewel look he caſts behind on land. 
Swiftly ſhe glides along the glaſſy main, 


Soon they will look for Albion's ſhore in vain. 


Freſh breezes riſe to waft her from our ſight, 


How ſmallthe bark appears, her fails how white. 


In vain our eager eyes would now purſue, 


For ever then, perhaps, we bid adieu. 


* * 
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Ah, where ſhall friendſhip then, her footſteps 


bend, 

To mourn the abſence of her parted friend. 

I'll haſte to ſooth the tender parent's woe, 

And ſtrive to mitigate the tears that flow. 

The gentle goodneſs of her worthy heart, 

' | Will ſuffer friendſhip's plea to bear a part. 
While her religion will this thought imply, 
That he knows beſt what's right, who dwells 

on high. 

— 


O D E 


TO 


Six EDWARD KNATCHBULL,. 
* 


O'zx yon diſtant hills that riſe, 

And tow'ring ſeem to reach the ſkies; 
Lo Sol his heav'nly beams diſplay, 
The joyful harbinger of day: 


POETRY. 


Chaſing the dreary hours of night, 
Around he ſheds his orient light. 
Ariſe ye friends of Knatchbull's cauſe, 


i N * 
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To hail the glorious dawn; 


Let rapture emulate each breaſt, 


On this auſpicious morn. 


This day ye men of Kent reflect, 


The conteſt muſt decide; 


Let ev'ry gen'rous heart then ſtill, 


+ Firm to his word abide. 


With joy exalt your hero's name ; 
With ſpirit ſtill ſupport his claim. 

This day the vanquiſh'd foe ſhall yield, 
And leave him victor of the field. 


But hark, the trump of fame is near, 


With welcome tidings fleet in air. 
The Goddeſs pleas'd proclaims around, 
To ev'ry loyal heart the ſound, 


mn * 
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That muſt ſuch pleaſure give, 
The great tranſaction now is done; 
The conqueſt is by Knatchbull won: 

Long may the hero live. 

Forget your toils ye ruſtic ſwains, 

And rural incenſe raiſe; 

Prepare your reeds in jocund ſtrains, 

To dwell on Knatchbull's praiſe. 
Ye lovely maids of Cantia's ſoil, 

The humble concert join: 

And to adorn the hero's brow, 

The fadeleſs laurel twine. 


As ev'ry year ſucceſſive turns, 


And brings this welcome day. 
May ev'ry heart around rejoice, 

That Knatchbull gain d the day. 
What joy muſt vibrate in each heart, 
That nobly in his cauſe took part. 
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3 That health and peace may wave their genial 
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True to their word his friends were found: 


And with ſucceſs he now is crown'd. 


But if a youthful bard in lowly ſphere, 


Might dare to offer now her humble prayer. 
This it ſhould be, that if fo will'd it heaven, | 


Long length of years might be to Knatchbull 


given. 


hands, 
And long preſerve him in their ſilken bands. | 


And if for mortals, thou great God, has ſtor'd 
One gift more rare, on Knatchbull be it pour'd. 
And may his lovely part'ner alſo ſhare, 


Thy greateſt bleſſings and peculiar care. 
May all the happineſs that can await, 


” 
„ 3 oe 


An earthly ſtation ever be their fate. 
Till thou recal them to thoſe realms above, 
Of ſure felicity and laſting love. 
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ON THE ARRIVAL 


oF A 


Young Gentleman from India. 


H axx Fame triumphant ſeated in her car, 9 
Proclaims the joyful tidings from afar. 8 
Macartney comes ſucceſsful from her toil, ö 
While joyful ſailors hail their native ſoil. 
High waves her topſail with the breezes mild, 
Her canvas all diſplay'd to catch the wind. 1 
Now brought to anchor, numbers line the 9 
Strand, 4 

And hail them welcome to their naten land. 
Fond expectation cheers the parent's heart. 
While hope and fear alternate bear a part. 

For juſt when heav'n one much lov'd child 


reſtores, 


It calls her other far to diſtant ſhores. 
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(But 'tis not left for mortals to repine, 


At his great works whoſe will is all divine.) 
Exceſſive joy around her boſom glow'd, 
From which the recent tears of parting flow'd. 


For ſee he comes with blooming health array'd, 
1 
3} Extatic pleaſure in his face portray'd. 


- g 


4 
* 
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* What pen has pow'r to paint, or half expreſs 
The ſcene of fond parental tenderneſs. 
Affection filial beams within his eye. 


.* 


1 
* 
* 
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1 While all the mother riſes in a ſigh. 


1, 
4 Amidſt the pleaſure that ſurrounds each heart, 


e Permit a female bard to bear a part. 


i 


2 
„ 
9 
4 ** 


Fail Cooper! welcome to this peaceful ſhore, 
1 Where ſmiling Plenty laviſhes her ſtore. 
Waere Liberty extends her gentle ſway, 

And ſweet contentment cheers returning day. 

; Where bounteous Nature wavesher genial hand, 


And pours her bleſſings on fair Albion's land. 
K 
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STERNE's MARIA, 

A Paſtoral Poem, in Two Parts. _ 

Tux beams of morn, diſperſing night, -# 
In glory bright appear'd. 

The matin lark forſook its neſt, 


And high her pinions rear'd. 


The cryſtal dew ſtill grac'd each thorn, 
And ting'd each bluſhing roſe ; 

The ſmiling train of Flora's pride, 
Unnumber'd ſweets diſcloſe. 


The village group, with pleaſure haſte 
Their daily toil to ſhare; 
Their artleſs breaſts no gloomy ſhade 


Of diſcontentment bear. 
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One luckleſs maid alone remain'd, 


Among the happy few, 
That deep had drank afliction's cup, . 


And inward ſorrow Knew. 


*T was thou Maria, wretched maid! 
> Whom heaven had thus reſerv'd, 
7 A victim to oppreſſive grief, 


And ſorrows undeſery'd. 


7 Thy ſhort liv'd dreams of happineſs, 


: 
> FEvaporated ſoon; 
. 


Thy morning ſun, thou may'ſt exclaim, 


Was early ſet at noon, 


Deſerted by a faithleſs youth, 
Who ne'er her worth could know: | 
Her gentle heart diſtracted beats, 
With agonizing woe. 
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[| Reaſon no longer keeps its ſeat, 


Bewilder'd with her grief : 


That ſource from whence her ſorrows flow'd, 


Admit of no relief. 


But tho' ſo many changing moons, f f 
Had ſcen Maria's woe. J 
Still from her poor deſponding heart, 


The pearly torrents flow. 


That pipe on which her gentle voice, 
Once found harmonious ſtrains: 

Neglected now, will ne'er again, 
Delight the neighbouring ſwains. 


One faithful friend, in all her woes, 
Partakes her gentle care: 


Where e'er the lovely wanderer ſtrays, 
Fidelio ſtill is there. 


| 
5 
ö 
F 


| Beneath a poplar's friendly ſhade, 


== Maria oft reclin'd. 
l, And to the wav ing zephyrs breath d, 
I The tumults of her mind. 


\ How oft, when reaſon's gentle dawn 
Wou'd through her mind appear, 
With ardent fervency ſhe'd raiſe 


To heav'n, her veſtal pray'r. 


8 
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But now, the term of all her grief 


> Drew nearer to the cloſe. 


That heart fo long unknown to peace, 
Shou'd reſt in calm repoſe. 


One day the woe fraught maid aroſe, 
To ſleek the welcome ſhade. 


Dejected, on her lovely arm, 


Her penſive head was laid. 
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Her auburn treſſes, flowing round, 
Conceal'd the ſilent tears. 

But ah! the gentle riſing ſighs, 
Diſplay'd her deep felt cares. 


The world had not one charm to tempt 
Her fleeting ſoul to ſtay: 

Which ſoon muſt * its rapid flight 

To realms of endleſs day. 


Fidelio's faithful head ſhe ſtrok'd, 
Then clos'd thoſe lovely eyes: 

Which will to happineſs awake 
Beyond celeſtial ſkies, 


»o__ 
- 
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SECOND PART. 


Ar eve the ſolemn awful toll, 
Proclaim'd Maria's knell. 

Her youthful friends attended round, 
To take a laſt farewel. 


With poignant grief they view'd her form, 
By hapleſs love impair'd. 

And in the ſolitary ſhade, 
Her filent tomb prepar'd, 


In virgin white the veſtal train, 


Convey'd the lovely maid. 


And at Maria's hapleſs grave, 
The laſt fad office paid. 


* 
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The ruſtic youths, with unfeign'd grief, 
Attend the mournful ſcene, 

And ſtrew before the ſolemn bier, 


Their wreaths of cyprus green. 


And oft at eve, the rural band, l £ 
By friendſhip's inſtinct led: 1 

With blooming flowers deck the clay, 
That form'd Maria's bed. 


And oft in tender ſoothing notes, 
Their dirges have they ſung. 


And oft the neighb'ring plains around, 


With plaintive accents rung. 


But what avails the flowing tears, 
Or grief which fills each breaſt, 
To her, who now in heav'nly ſhades 


Of pureſt bliſs muſt reſt. 
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| N | Yes, thou lov'd maid, ſhall feel no more 

ue bane to thy repoſe. ; - 

Thoſe wounds ſhall never bleed again, 
Which nought on earth could cloſe. | 


I J Thoſe ſoft expreſſive eyes no more, 
5 With tears of woe ſhall weep. 
The ſorrows, which oppreſt thy heart, 

Now in the grave ſhall ſleep. | 

I 

How great, Maria, gentle maid, 

The joys which round thee flow: 
How great a recompenſe is thine, 


For all you felt below. 


Thy clouds of ſorrow diſappear, 
Thy proſpects are more bright. 

Adieu, thou pure celeſtial Saint, 
Inhabitant of light. 
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Your rural ſports ye ſwains a while forego, 
And hear the poignant tale of friendly woe. 
Be ev'ry air of harmony forgot, 

Ye tuneful ſyrens of yon beauteous ſpot. 
Let joyful mirth forſake each feeling heart, 
And Nature in affliction now bear part. 
The tears of ſympathy let pity ſhed; 

And envy's felf ſhall mourn, by inſtin& led. 
Around, let reſtleſs ſorrow only reign, 
For Thyrſis ſinks beneath oppreſſive pain. 
No more the vivid bloom of health is ſeen, 
To aid his features, or compleat his mien. 
For thou, Hygeia, lovely maid, art fled : 
And ſickneſs pale rears high her baneful head, 
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Around his bed a train with ſorrow bend; 


3 And mourn in ſilence for their tuff ring friend. 1 
, But one there is, tho' diſtant far retir'd, 
5 wv friendſhip and reſpect no leſs inſpir'd: 


4 


» — _ 


Who never fails to raiſe her humble pray'r, | 
| bin heav'n may make him its peculiar care. 
3 nd mayſt thouquick return, O beauteous maid! 

L \nd ſoon reſtore him with thy genial aid. 

| 1 The direful ſummit of his illneſs calm, 

x \ | And through each vein infuſe thy healing balm. 

3 b Parental ſorrow then will ſink to reſt, 
| : And friendſhip be no more with grief oppreſt. 
1 And has my pray'r then reach'd the throne of 

3 Heav'n? 

E Returning health is now to Thyrſis giv'n. 

| What unfeign'd Joy thoſe tidings muſt impart; 


What rays of pleaſure to each grateful heart. 
Rejoice each mind that does his friendſhip ſhare, 


In happineſs forget your recent care. 


. * 2 — 2 IS 
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And ye who oft have known deſpairing woes, 7 

The wretched pangs that poverty beſtows ; ; | 

Till Thyrſis gen'rous hand, with bounty fraught, 3 

The wretched vale of miſery had ſought. 

In ſecret deeds he, charity beſtow'd, 

Nor wiſh'd the world to know from whence it 
flow'd. 

Raiſe high yourpray'rs to him who life can give, 

Whoſe endleſs mercy now bids Thyrſis live. 

Oh, may his valu'd health be long preſerv'd; 

Be laſting happineſs for him reſerv'd; 

Till life, grown weary of this earthly ſhore, 

Shall haſte celeſtial regions to explore. « 

And then may guardian angels round attend, 

To watch the dying embers as they ſpend: 

To waft his ſpirit to thoſe realms of day, 

Where happineſs admits of no decay. 


ADDRESS'D | 
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_y ADDRESS'D 
| TO A 
he, ' YOUNG GENTLEMAN 
3 i On his Birth-Day. 
I | Pr:xmit a friend to form her artleſs lay, 
21 | : N 8 gratulating hail your natal day, 
ps ev'ry year, dear George, as time rolls round, 
225 Like this with happineſs be ever crown'd. 
% Be every wiſh enjoy'd, that can impart, 
; 'N gleam of pleaſure to your youthful heart. 
A Fay kind proſperity attend your fate, 0 
: And ev'ry earthly bleſſing on you wait. 
May reaſon ev'ry unjuſt paſſion quell, 
| | | And peace, ſweet ſociate, in your boſom dwell. 
4 May virtuous precepts ever guide your heart, 
: And gen 'rous motives always claim a part. 
4 Then calm content will all your ſteps attend, 
3 And honeſt men eſteem you as a friend. 
» 8 
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May fortune's laviſh favours round you ſhine, 
But never bow to pride's deſtructive ſhrine. 
Calm be your temper, as the ſurface clear 
Of ſtreams unruM'd by the zephyr air. 
Rever'd by all you then may paſs your days, 
While upright juſtneſs ev'ry action ſways. 


THE 
W I S 


OF A GENTLEMAN. 


A 5$eorT that's found by nature's potent hand: 
A ſmall eſtate ſurrounded with good land. 
Some miles from town where noiſy pleaſures 
reign, : 
My houſe ſhou'd ſtand upon a verdant plain, 
No pompous ornaments difplay their grace: 
Neatneſs alone adorn the humble place. 
In front a beauteous lawn ſhou'd riſe to view, 


Whoſe velvet ſurface ſhews a mingl'd hue. 


ne, 


2 


res 
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One ſide a wood, whoſe ſtately oaks ſo high, 
Shall ſtrike with wonder the admiring eye. 


? While humble ſhrubs compleat the rural ſcene, 


J N And intermixing, form the varied green. 


A gentle ſtream along the other glide, 
Nurse by the impulſe of the floating tide. 
2 bending willows rang'd in even rows, 


Shall bow obedience as the current flows. 
Bchind the dwelling, endleſs fields may riſe, 
And diſtant hills that ſeem to reach the flies. 


F A chearful neighbour to partake a glaſs, 


1 Win make the hours in ſocial converſe paſs. 


The helpleſs poor, whom men too much deride, 
Shall find my gates to them extended wide. 
Then let the miſer ſigh for ſordid gain, 


4 Which when obtain'd, can only give him pain. 


2X Retirement's ſweet repoſe be ever mine, 
3X 1n bliſsful peace to nouriſh life's decline. 
La 
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Religious precepts ſhall each hour ſupply, 
And while I live, inſtru me how to die. 


A LETTER 


FROM 


Miss S. BOWERS, 


To her Siſter after her deceaſe. 
War weeps my Mary o'er her ſiſter's urn? 
And why my parent thus inceſſant mourn? F 
5 


Why heavcs with ſilent woe each youthful breaſt? 
Why grieve for her that now enjoys ſuch reſt? 


— 5 4 
My fleeting ſoul long wean'd from earthly clay, 7 
Impatient hover'd on the realms of day. 4 
One bliſs alone had earth the pow'r to give, 2 


And that was fled when Emma ceas'd to live. 
Matur'd from youth in friendſhip's ſacred chains, 
Alike were ſhar'd our joys, alike our pains. 

But oh! when heav'n, whoſe ways are everjuſt, 


Recall'd her ſpirit from its form of duſt. 
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The taſk was done, the blow that bid us part, 
3 | In tender pity reach'd your Sarah's heart. 


ne world was then a chaos of deſpair, 


- 
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And life itſelf no 3 worth a care. 
With ſilent joy I view'd the approach of death, 
. or felt one pang when 1 reſign'd my breath. 


9 «i true, an anxious wiſh wou'd oft ariſe, 


TI hat Mary's hand might cloſe my wearied eyes. 


A But heav'n, who mercy always holds in view, 


= us the painful taſk, the word adieu. 
Short was the pains attending life's laſt cloſe, 
I And ſoon my ſpirit wak'd in calm repoſe: 
4 Ranks of celeſtial beings now appear, 


| | ; And Hallelujah echo'd through the air. 


3 My eager eyes, ſtill yet with friendſhip fraught, 


Through the Angelic hoſt my Emma ſought. 
But ſoon a form®, in ſpotleſs white array'd, 
Brought to my vacant heart the fainted maid. 


* Her Mother, 
L 3 
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With facred mirth the lofty heavens ring. 


Hail happy ſpirit they inceſſant ſing. 


With ſmiles of ſoft benignity and love, 

My Heav'nly Father welcom'd me above. 

Then ceaſe, my Mary, tears of woe to ſhed. 

Frequent no more ye friends my clay cold bed. 

In peaceful ſleep amidſt death's awſul gloom, 

My aſhes only reſt within the tomb. 

But raiſe your eyes to heav'n, thoſe manſions 
fair: 

There reſts your Sarah free from ev'ry care. 

And as the ſpan of life ſo ſwiftly flies, 

Soon you may meet her in yon azure ſkies, 

Where pain and ſorrow ne'er obtrude their ſmart. 


Where love and friendſhip never more can part. 


POETRY. IIS 
— ee . — — 
WROTE 


ON THE 


Eve of Parting with a Friend. 
JH ow filent the gloom that now reigns through 


the grove, 


= Ye poplars how faded your green. 
ye ſoft matin warblers no more ſing of love, 


Deſerted appears the fond ſcene. 


A 2 | NeedIaſk, why thus chang'd is your delicate hue, 
4 Why the leaves from their ſtem thus depart, 
2 If I turn to what friendſhip moſt kindly directs, 


And inquire from within, of my heart. 


True, true, ſilly leaves, ye have cauſe tocomplain, 
That Thyrſis forſakes the ſweet ſhade. 

But ſay can your ſighs beatreſponſive with mine; 

Can your feelings like mine be diſplay'd? 
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Can I ceaſe to reflect on that form, 


Where every grace was combin'd? 
But light were the charms of my friend, 


8 


Compar'd to his gen'rous mind. 


What bliſs crown'd the cloſe of that day, 
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How the gloom of reflection diſpers'd, 
When friendſhip beheld him approach, 
And echo his footſteps rehears'd. 


Nature view'd with a pleaſing ſurpriſe, 
That her gifts to her Thyrſis had flown, 4 


Soft ſympathy beam'd in his eyes, 
And elegance mark'd him its own, 


Their notes the ſweet choriſters breath'd; 
The gales gently wafted around. 

While Thames filver waves glided on, 
With their daſhes improving the ſound, 
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But ah, when the bud of the roſe; 


Is refreſh'd by the ev'ning due; 
When refulgent the morning appears, | \ 

* 1 
” No longer the cryſtal we view. 


# Like the roſe, when thus bleſt with my friend, 
8 N The moments unheeded paſs'd by. 

55 But pleaſure calls Thyrſis away, 
. ſigh. 


Z Tho! the ſtorms of dark winter appear, 


Tho' Nature around feels the ſmart, 


4 Its chills ne'er that boſom can pierce, 


F Where friendſhip inhabits a part. 


| May the climate he ſeeks be more fair; 3 


May happineſs wait on my friend : 
His repoſe undiſturb'd by a care; 


And may pleaſure each moment attend. 
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He waits but till ſummer returns, 


Till Ceres her full harveſt pours; 
Then Thyrſis will haſten again, 
And return to his own native ſhores. 


Then fly ye ſlow moments of time, 


On the wings of extatic deſires. 
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Oh, could you with friendſhip keep pace, 


Or feel but the warmth it inſpires. 3 
And when the fond period arrives, ? 
That Thyrſis again ye ſhall view. 5 
Ye poplars exalt your tall ſtems; ; 


And Nature your beauties renew. 


And when he reviſits theſe ſcenes ; 
In pity thus breathe to his ear, 

Thy preſence recalls the fond ſpring: 
And friendſhip repoſes from care. 


— | Co Ao og —— me ood ends wry ods le es Here ent i, 


POETRY. 119 


—_ 


Y Like us has Serena deplor'd, 

Ib be period of abſence with grief. 
But hope, like che genial ſun, 

| Now offers the wiſh'd for Nel. 


f | Recall'd to new life by the Spring, 
E We forget the cold wintry blaſt; 
And in joy for thy wiſh'd for return, 


She remembers no trouble that's paſt. 


 HORATIO AND ELLEN. 


HE drops of ſome genial rain, 
Still pendant were ſeen on each leaf: 
hen Ellen had ſolitude ſought, 


From its ſhades to imbibe ſome relief. 
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Downy peace with its ſweet ſmiling train, 
Had fled from the throne of her breaſt: "It 


| Even reaſon itſelf was diſturb'd, iP; 


_ — » 
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For love had imbitter'd her reſt. 5 
To the ſtreams that unheeded paſs d by, 
She gently unboſom'd her woe: 
Ah, hear my fad tale ſhe exclaim'd, | 
Ye waters that tranquilly flow. | 
Ye have witneſs'd the pleaſure I've known, | 
When here with Horatio I ſtray'd: 
F'er war call'd my, ſoldier away, 
| From repoſe and the arms of his maid. 4 
i In the field he with valour has fought, 4 
With trophies of victory crown'd: 4 
| | Yet he haſtens no more to return, I 


Where by love and his vows he is bound. 
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For my hero the wreath I had wove ; 
Where the bay and the laurel combine: 


53 And fondly deluſive, had hop'd, 
BS a n . 
His temples to ſee it entwine. 


But that pleaſing hope is now fled, 
J 7 No more can I happineſs prove: 


Yet mem'ry tenacious returns, 


To dwell on the ſcenes of paſt love. 


"And if my Horatio has found | 
; A virgin than Ellen more fair: ED, 
May time ſtill augment their pure joys, 

| 1 As it ſerves to increaſe my deſpair. 
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y name on yon oak he has cary'd, 
And ſhould he return to its ſhade: 
o renew thoſe falſe vows I have heard, 


To this happy, but not fonder maid. 
M 
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May he only with friendſhip peruſe, 
A name he once could adore: 
For Ellen's pale aſhes will reſt, 


From the faithleſs Horatio ſecure. 
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Yet tho” his fidelity's broke, 

This heart ſtill will pine for a view, 
To bid him reflect on the paſt; 

And tenderly ſigh an adieu. 


Then behold him Horatio exclaim'd, 

As he leap'd from the neighb'ring fence, 
Still true to his Ellen return'd: 

Then baniſh'd be ev'ry ſuſpenſe: 


No maid, but my Ellen, could raiſe 'Y 
A paſſion ſo pure in my breaſt: 1 


Then hence ye dark ſhades of deſpair, 


And reſtore my lov'd girl, to her reſt. 


— — 
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Frodo youth who impatency waits 


To make the lov'd mourner his bride. 


X When felicity pure ſhall return, 
And pleaſure inceſſantly glide. 


* 
And is it then true ſhe exclaim'd, 
Can Horatio return to my heart? 


* 
Shall you never deſert her again ? 


Ah, fay ſhall we never more part? 


: 
; * : 
No, never, enraptur'd he cried, 


} 


"4 
Till our ſpirits exalted ſhall riſe, 
; 


And again be united on high. 
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Till death ſhall diſſolve the fond tye: 


— 
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MIRA's TOMB, 


A 


 SOLILOQUY. 


Vr rural maids on Mira's tomb, 
Beſtow a pitying tear; 

Tis due to friendſhip's dear remains; 
To her that reſteth here. 


Ne'er did Canadia's peaceful plains, 
Produce a fairer maid: 

The lily, blending with the roſe, 
To grace her lent, their aid. 


But hap'leſs love, and pining care, 
Reduc'd her lovely form: 


And gave to death's relentleſs hold, 
What Monarchs might adorn, 
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with matchleſs grace ſhe join'd the dance; 
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* * J 
_—_ 2 s 
_ „ 


! bY * 2 


Or in their ſports took part: 


Her mind was gaiety itſelf, 
. 


But unalay'd by art. 


A Till Alfred firſt was ſeen t' approach 

I Majeſtic o'er the green: 

His aſpect beam'd with youthful grace, 
With elegance his mien. 


His flocks in number and in worth, 


Surpaſs'd the neighb'ring ſwains: 


* 
| * 
8 . 


Himſelf by far the wealthieſt youth, 
; That dwelt upon the plains. 


* 
. 


et no ambition rul'd his mind, 
3 For gen'rous was his heart: 
J In all the ruſtic toil, or mirth, 
J He equally took part. 
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With ev'ry rural blooming maid, J 
He'd dance or gaily jeſt: | J 

But no ſelected fair, as yet, 3 
Had triumph'd o'er his breaſt. 4 

Among the reſt had Mira gaz'd, 4 
And could not but approve. 4 

And what ſhe nurs'd in friendſhip's form, J 
Now turn'd to hallow'd love. 


From that fell time the bloom of health, 
Forſook her lovely cheek: q 
Thoſe eyes that late with radiance beam'd, Y 


No more expreſſive ſpeak. 
By fixt deſpair and ſilent grief, Fr” 3 


Her lovely form was worn: 
Oft ſhe has ſought the ſilent grove, 


Her wretched fate to mourn, 
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No cheerful ray of inward hope, 
Dawn d on her gloomy mind, 

: T : That Alfred, to redreſs thoſe woes, 
© Might be in time inclin'd. 


1 She did not dare aſpire to hope, 
Hie might the flame approve; 
I I What friendſhip could beſtow he gave. 


But ah! how cold to love. 


Nature at length refign'd the taſk, 
Wjhich could not be ſuppreſt: 
er pure celeſtial ſpirit ſought, 
Its place of laſting reſt. 
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But while her gentle parting ſnade, 


Hover'd 'twixt life and death: 


_—_ 
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She thus addrefs'd the virgin train, 
That watch'd her cloſing breath, 


1 + 
Ws. 


1 


a rr 


128 POETRY. 


I ——— 


cc 


cc 


cc 


cc 


c«c 


ec 


« Reflect on Mira's fate, 


Ye youthful bands that now with grief, 
« Surround your wretched friend: 
Hear what her ſad experience ſpeaks, 


« And to her woes attend. 


But ſee a juſt reward I meet, 


Ye all have ſeen my waſting frame, 1 1 
« Draw nearer to life's cloſe: Y 
But none have known the fatal cauſe, 3 
That marr'd each ſoft repoſe. | 
1 
With fond preſumption I have dar'd, ; 
« To gaze on Alfred's face: ; 
And what indifference ſhou'd have been, | 
« To ardent love gives place. 


« For vanity ſo great: 
And when the ſpark of life is fled, 
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8 © Oftas the new made grave you view, 
IM © That holds my poor remains: 

3 ; | « Let mem'ry ſoft retrace thoſe ſcenes, 
1 * Which paſs'd upon theſe plains, 


I When o'er Canadia's hills we ſtray'd, 
« And happy paſs'd our years; 

* Fer love its ſubtle poiſon ſpread, 
« And form'd its dark deſpairs.“ 


* 


Thus faid, her lovely head reclin'd, 
ne lamps of life grew dark: 
A ſoft and gentle riſing ſigh, 

7 Reſign' d the vital ſpark, 


AY 2 * . . 
Then hither bring ye ruſtic maids, 
I Your incenſe to her ſhade: 
Form o'er her tomb your cypreſs green, 


Which winter cannot fade. 
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Conjoin the artleſs lily too, 

As emblems of her mind: 
For innocence, with virtue's grace; 

Were both in her combin'd. | 


Sing requiems that her parted ſoul, 
May find its loſt repoſe: 

On thoſe fair ſhores where laſting peace 
Where endleſs pleaſure flows. 1 


ADDRESS'D 


TO THE ? 


Amiable Miss H by, 


As late my pen for ſome new ſubject ſought, 
The Muſe celeſtial thus inſpir'd my thought: 2 
Let true benevdlence, exclaim'd the maid, 3 
Be now your theme, and I will lend my aid. 
Select ſome object whoſe ſoft boſom glows, 


With tender pity for another's woes. 
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To ſuch then haſte to raiſe the artleſs verſe ; 


Let praiſe ſo well deſerv'd, thy pen rehearſe. 
Pleas'd with the idea, I the hint obey'd, 
And thus I now addreſs the gen'rous maid. 
Yes thou art worthy more exalted lays: 
Too humble is the bard who ſings thy praiſe. 
For true it is, thy ſympathetic heart, 


Has never ceas'd to take the orphan's part. 
When death had ſnatch'd each tender tye of 
earth; 
The indulgent parents who firſt gave her birth, 
Alone and friendleſs on life's worldly ſtage, 
No hand was offer'd to protect her age. 
Till thou inſpir'd by heav'n's all wiſe beheſt, 
In pity caught her to thy foſt'ring breaſt. 
Secur'd beneath thy wing from ev'ry fear, 
Nurtur'd and guarded by a parent's care, 
Thou train'd in virtuous paths thy infantcharge, 
And taught each idea to expand at large. 


Ä — 


May hoſts of angels join thy ſhade to meet, $ 
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What praiſe, dear maid, is due to ſuch a mind, 
Whoſe ev'ry feeling is ſo pure, refin'd. 

May ev'ry bliſs this tranſient world can ſend, 
Wait at thy pleaſure and each ſtep attend. 
May no rude ſtorms of life obſtruct thy reſt, 
Nor ſelf affliction ever wring thy breaſt. 
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Thy little bark ſerenely glide its way, 3 
On ſtreams of happineſs till life's laſt ry. 
And ſhort the pains which at the final cloſe, , I 
Sink thy lov'd ſpirit into calm repoſe. 4 


And waft you ſafely to thy Saviour's feet. 
While heav'nly tranſport beams in ev'ry breaſt, 1 
They welcome hail thee to their place of reſt. 
And form the wreath that time can never fade: 
A juſt reward for thee thou gen'rous maid. 


TURES FELILITION. 


An! ſympathy ſoft Nature's child, 
Extend thy genial ray: 


In pity liſten to my woe, 

And cheer the Pilgrim's way! 
OS. 
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3M Once affluence grac'd my happy board, 


And Fortune ſmil'd around, | : 
But ah! in this terreſtial globe, | 
Can laſting bliſs be found? 4 


ST ' increaſe the portion long enjoy'd, 
Ie crofs'd the wayward ſeas. 
nut who, ye Chriſtians can foretell, 
4 Your God's all juſt decrees, 


N 


134 POETRY. 
IEEE uw wow 
1 High roſe the winds, the tempeſt rag d, 

1 Our bark at random toſt. 

| The freight, and all the wealth I own'd, 


To me for ever loſt, E 


Behold me now ye feeling hearts, 9 
A hapleſs wretch forlorn: F 


4 And ye, who have the pow'r to give, 

Forbear to treat with ſcorn, * 
IV Far from my fond paternal home, 3 
15 


„ And thoſe who gave me birth; 
Unfriended now, behold I roam, 
| An outcaſt on the earth. 


wn. 


33 In wretched woe my parents live, 
1 Y No hand affords relief: 
4 Y And day and night for Houran's loſs, 


Their time 1s ſpent in grief, 
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While I, depriv'd of ev'ry bliſs, 
That wealth or pow'r could pour: 
Unknown, neglected, and deſpis'd, | 


Aſk pittance at each door, 


Ihe praiſe of Engliſh bounty oft, 


Has reach'd my happy land: 
But where can miſery like mine, 2 
Now feel the foſtering hand! 


4 For cold's the charity I find; 


? And few can e'en beſtow, 
3 The impulſe even nature claims; 8 
1 3 Soft pity's generous glow, ; 
x 
2A Oh! hear the wretched wand'rer's pray'r, 
3 Ye hoſpitable few: 
Help him again to reach thoſe ſhores, 


Long ſince he bid adieu. 
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To bleſs his aged parent's ſight, 


And ſooth their anxious care: 
For life, while Houran's thus away, 
To them is dark deſpair. 


Nor ſhall his grateful heart neglect, 
For bleſſings to implore, 

The great immortal Alla long, 
On ye his gifts to pour. 


Thoſe friends who ſtill for Houran's fate, 
With ſorrow pals their days: 
Shall with the author of his birth, 


For ever give ye praiſe. 


POETRY. 137 


— = rrOOmmmmmmmmmnttao———aa——__} 


THE 
BUT, 
4 RUSTIC DISTRESS. 
3 


Wursx Sol beneath the Weſtern point, 
Was ſinking to repoſe 
I ſtray'd, by roving fancy led, 


7 ; Where Arno's river flows. 


Far in its deep ſequeſter'd vales, 


An humble cot was teen: 


* 
* 


Around whoſe roof and lowly pales, 
Had clim'd the ivy green. 


Not far from thence a gloomy ſhade, 


Where penſive cypreſs grew, 


Conceal'd within its dark receſs, 


A tomb from mortal's view. 
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With facred awe I dar'd t' obtrude. 


When lo, an aged form, 
Upon whoſe reverend time worn cheeks. 


The trace of grief ſeem'd warm 


Approach'd, and with majeſtic awe, 
In hollow accents cry'd. 
« Ali! fay, what buſineſs leads thy ſteps, 


% Where orief and care reſide. 


If thou haſt ne'er affliction known, 
« Or ſuffer'd dire deſpair; 
4 Forbear to meet the parent's ſight, 


« Whoſe heart is rent with care. 


« Leſt thy young an ſhou'd ſeek to know, | 
« The ſorrows of my mind; 4 
« And tear afreſh thoſe bleeding wounds, 


« That row are more reſign'd. 
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« But yet my God, perhaps, tis right, --i 
c That all ſhou'd hear my woe: | | 
ce Let them from my experience then, 


« Thy diſpenſations know. | 
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« Let balmy fortitude extend, 


« Its virtue to my breaſt: 
« While I relate the wretched tale, 
That rob'd my heart of reſt. OE 


« Then know my child, long tranquil peace, 
F « Had hover'd o'er my cot, i 


« Andev'ry charm the world cou'd give, 
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© « Was center'd near this ſpot. 
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« A tender partner bleſs'd my years, 

« But thou, O God had ſtor'd, 
One gift to what thy bounteous hand, 
« Already on me pour'd. 
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« Yes, Laura; thou wert heav'n's beſt gift, 
« Butdoom'd to taſte of woe: 
Thy mind that harbour'd ev'ry grace, 
«© No happineſs could know. 


« Young Lubin ſaw the gentle maid, 
« Array'd in Nature's charms: 


« *Tis true, he'd neither power or wealth, 


« To court her to his arms. 


« But Laura knew his faithful mind, 
« Nor could ſhe doubt his truth: 4 
« And to each ſwain of Arno's bank, ; 4 ; 
« Prefer'd the gen'rous youth. 1 


«© Their joint conſent each parent gave, 
« And nam'd the happy day: 

« When rural henors ſhou'd be paid, 
6 To grace the nuptials gay. 
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« But ah! one hapleſs fated morn, 

« As Lubin ſought the plain, 
« The drum's ſhrill noiſe unknown before, 


« Amaz'd the liſt' ning ſwain. 


e The train had now beheld the youth, 
« And with their uſual art, 

« Infus'd but what too ſeldom fails, 
Their poiſon in his heart. 


3 | « Diſplay'd the wealth that wou'd ariſe ; 
« The honors he might gain: 


"2 <« Wou'd he embrace the ſoldier's life, 
A « and quit the rural plain. 


« The promis'd hope he now enjoy'd, 
« With riches to return. 
« But it will Lubin be to view, 


ce Your wretched Laura's urn. T 


„ 


c But as they thus their victim led, 
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« The hapleſs youth was torn away, 


« From all who held him dear ; 
His happy ſtate was left behind, 


« For want and anxious care, 


From all his late repoſe: 


« His Laura view'd the wretched ſcene, . 
*« And who ſhall paint her woes? 

She wept, ſhe ray'd, ſhe held his hand, 
« When Lubin thus reply'd: 8 


c Forbear your grief, I will not leave 55 


« My love, my promis'd bride. 


« Ah! filly youth, he little knew, 

«© The ſolemn vow he made. 
Too late he found the merc'leſs band, 
« Had for his perſon paid. 8 
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« Their ſavage hearts to pity loſt, 


cc Beheld unmov'd his woe; 


Nor heeded they the ſtreaming tears, 
Which from my Laura flow. 

But when ſhe ſaw her Lubin dear, 

« Torn from her faithful ſide: 24 


F< She frantic plung'd the gentle waves, 


3 « Where ſilver Avon glides. 
4 e My lov'd Aurelia cou'd not live, 
Jo bear this tide of grief: 
3 9 « Her ſpirit ſought the peaceful ſhades, | 
» Of death to ſend relief. | 
| ! 


In this fad tomb you ſee inter d 
« Each dear and valu'd prize: 
te My ev'ry hope of happineſs, 


« Beneath theſe azure ſkies. 


* 


« T'll daily watch the ſod of earth, 


cc That hides her dear remains. 


cc Till heav'n thinks fit this ſoul to claim, 


That ſinks beneath its pains. 


c Then learn my child from what you've heard, 


cc From this my woe fraught tale: 
< That happineſs can ne'r be found, 


ce In life's terreſtial vale. 


« That all muſt taſte affliction's cup, 
To make their joys compleat: 
« And bow content beneath the rod, 


E' er they real bliſs can meet.” 


EXTEMPORE 


1 
neat 


9 bp > X L C- <A wr =; u \ = 1 
Pp * 4 >; 8 : ” 
3 n a 88 1 9 - : : C 
— __ * 4 . * AF x %e 1 h A 
SIS FI A * , 2898 « 13 og , 
* Dr 1+ by #7 4 . „ F „ 2 TR e. 1 4. 


5 Xx 
* 


IE . 


n. 1 


> i 
3 2 * 


FRE ER 
<2 nv 


oh 
88 


3 * . pov ad 
A 
6 wh - * 
2 , ; 3 Sa 
G2 3 + Co" 


A 5 


* — — 0. * 


9 


F R 
. 1 

4 1 
- * 
+. xt 

—# 


LY 


POETRY» 


EXTEMPORE 


ON SEEING A 


LOVELY INFANT. 


A cczyr thou little lovely ſtranger, 
The tribute of an humble bard: 


That thus reveals her ardent wiſhes, 


Emblems of unfeign'd regard. 


As thy preſence, ſuch a pleaſure, 
To each parent muſt convey : 
May future years extend the bleſſing, 
Still improving day on day, 


; 4 May thy little artleſs features, 


Into manly firmneſs grow: 


Beam thine eyes with fine expreſſion, 


0 
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And thy face with health's fweet glow, 
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May thy young ideas expanding, 


Op'ning virtues ſtill diſcloſe : 
And no wrong, or unjuſt paſſion, 
Rob thy boſom of repoſe. 


Be thy future conduct always, 
Such as muſt procure eſteem: 
May thy heart with gen'rous pity, 
And benevolence ſtill beam. 


Be thy youthful actions ever, 


Form'd to give thoſe parents joy; 
Who are anxiouſly imploring, 


Bleſſings on their infant boy. 
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ROPE 
A FRAGMENT. 


Fon deluſive traitor hope, 
Raiſe no more thy airy dreams. 
Where are now thoſe ſcenes of pleaſure, 


Promis'd from thy ideal beams ? 


Child of fancy, buly rover, 
Fleeting phantom of the brain; 

F uttering ſtill around the wretched, 
Only to augment their pain. 


| 4 Form no more thy tranſient viſions, 

4 Airy intellectual ſhade; 

Where thou doſt not mean in pity, 
To extend thy genial aid. 


O 2 
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Leſt deſpair ſucceeds the pleaſure, 
Thou haſt rais'd within the breaſt: 

Dire ſuſpence and pining anguiſh, 
Quite diſpel the charm of reſt. 


AN 


INVOCATION, 
By Martiſia. 


Ask no more Urania fair, 
Why this heart's oppreſt with woe: 
Why I'm thus reſign'd to ſorrow : 
Why the filent tears thus flow. 


Say, can friendſhip taſte of pleaſure; 


Can ſhe quit the gloomy ſhade? 
While thoſe features late ſo blooming, 


Are with ſickneſs now array d? 
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Edwin pride of all the ſnepherds, 
Far ſurpaſſing ev'ry ſwain: 
Is now, ah! how ſhall I relate it, 


A victim to' oppreſſive pain. 


He whoſe gen'rous heart could never, 
Hear unmov'd affliction's tale: 

And in ſoothing poignant ſorrow, 
Never yet was known to fail. 

The vivid glow of health deſerts him; 


See the blooming roſes fade. 


1 Haſte Hygeia lovely virgin, 


Haſte to bring thy genial aid. 


Reſtore again the gen'rous ſhepherd, 
To the artleſs ruſtic train: 
Who with ſympathetic feelings, 


Suffer in their Edwin's pain. 
O 3 


150 POETRY, 
OM 
So will joy again returning, 
Echo through the happy vale: 
While grateful praiſes for the bleſſing, 


Shall augment each riſing gale. 


on VIEWING 
THE SEA 
By Moon-light. 
As o'er the ſandy beach alone I ſtray, 
The eye attentive views the ſwelling furge : | 
The penſive ſtillneſs of the Ev'ning grey, 


Makes the fond ſigh from its receſs emerge. 


That matchleſs planet form'd by hands divine, 
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Beams o'er the ſurface of the flowing tide: 


The thought that it inſpires, ah! how ſublime! 4 
What ſolemn influence through the heat 


does glide! | 
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Nature is ſilent, not a breeze is heard, 
To drown the hollow murmurings of the ſea: 
Except the ſhip's dull bell, and one lone bird, 
Who ſings at eve her gratefull melody. 


But ſome tall ſhip is now approaching near, 
With glee the anchor ver her ſide they caſt; 
By the moon beams how white her fails appear, 
How ſmall the man, who climbs the higheſt 
| maſt. 


Their work is finiſh'd. Silence now again 
Aſſumes her awful melancholy pauſe | 
And while ſerenity pervades the main, | 

Permit me thus to ſpeak in friendſhip's cauſe, = 
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Firſt ſay ye waves that riſe, and onward bend, 
Did you not touch the bark as it paſs'd by 


The ſhipthat holds the mild, the valu'd friend, 


For whoſe longabſence,friendſhipcan but ſigh? 


Then haſte to Neptune with Camilla's pray'r, 
Paint out the youth for whom ſhe ſafety aſks: 
Stamp the petition with the falling tear; 
His ſpoils ſhall recompenſe yourarduous taſks. 


For oh! he's worthy heav'ns's peculiar care; 
Mild is his temper, and his virtues great: 
Grant then no ſorrow may his boſom wear, 


But ſmiling pleaſure ever crown his fate. 


Long may he live to grace his public line; 
An honor to thoſe great united men;— 


To whom a fav'rite of the indulgent nine : 


Relying on their goodneſs, points her pen. 
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Weak is the pow'r that wou' d attempt theirpraiſe; 
That dares their matchleſs worth in lines 
rehearſe; | 
But they with lenity will view the lays, 
And grant their ſanction to the ruſtic verſe, 


'Tis all their pow'r that bids ſweet commerce 
flow, 
That thus enriches Albion's peaceful ſhores: 
And ſons of Britain ne'er can famine know, 
While plenty, taught by them, her ſuccours 
pours. 


By their command our valiant ſtately fleet, 
Paſs and repaſs to India's fruitful ſoil. 

But to reward chem till ſucceſs they meet : 
T' inſure our pleaſure they muſt brave each 


toll, 
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Without the aid of their United State, 


Britain had never held victorious ſway : 
Succeſs wou'd ne'erhave been old Albion's fate; 


Freedomne'er hail'deach bright return ofday. 


For us no foreign Iſles wou'd wealth produce; 
No diſtant nation wou'd the palm reſign. 

But ye have taught them traffic's genial uſe, 
And all the profits of that wealthy line. 


Heav'n ſmiles propitious on their great intent: 
And the full freighted barks from danger 

ſaves, * 

When o'er the ſeas with cargoes rich they 're 4 


ſent, 


He gently rules the high tremendous waves: 
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Neptune, the hoary monarch of the tide, 

| Oft ſmooths his brow, and from his oozy bed. 

With pleaſure views the veſſel's burniſh'd ſide, 

And owns the motive juſt by which they're led. 


Britannia ſmiles applauſe when e' er they view 
Such gen'rous patriots, to their country dear. 
Oh! that ſuperior means than his, I knew, 


To paint your virtues in a ſtrain more clear. 


But come ye widows, who have cauſe to know | | 
The ſoft benevolence that fills each heart: 

* Aided by thee, m' unpoliſh'd verſe ſhall flow, 

J | And with the humble bard bear ye a part. 
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To heav'n our pray'ers ſhall waft,-for God 
on high, 

(Who, all our thoughts before we ſpeak can 

know.) | 

Will not the fond requeſt we make deny; 


Or in compliance with our wants be ſlow. 


What tho' no flattering praiſe our pen inſpires, | 
Grateful effuſions actuate the mind: | 
Merit like their's ſincerity admires; 
To ſuch a welcome ſhall our effort find. 


May every bleſſing he on earth can ſend, 


Surround thoſe moſt exalted worthy men: 
And grant that when life's tranſient ſpan ſhall | 
end, 


They all in ſcenes of joy may meet again. 
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In heav'n's Elyſian ſhades of peace to reſt; 
There taſte what ſainted ſouls alone can know: 
Where endleſs happineſs illume's the breaſt, 


Where ſorrow and affliction ne'er can flow. 


—_— — 
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nn. 


ELEGIAC LINES, 


ON THE 


DEATH OF 


Miss CAROLINE P 


Au! hither bendyourſteps ye thoughtleſs gay, 


And view her form conſign'd to earthly clay. 


? Forget awhile the vain parade of art, 


2 genial ſympathy ſupply its part. 


Learn humiliation from the parent's woe, 

And let ſoft pity dry the tears that flow. 3 

Learn from her loſs, that worldly joys are vain, 

That man's ſure portion 1s but grief and pain. 
P 


158 POETRY. 


— EDEN CCR 
Turn to the awful ſpot o'er which ſhe: weeps, 


And where her Caroline in ſlumber ſleeps. 
The ſcene of blaſted hopes that meet your eye, 
Serves to convince, that youth like age muſt die. 
Nurtur'd and guarded by a parent's cares; 
The promis'd bleſſing of their future years. 
But ſcarce had ten revolving ſummers ſeen, 
The op'ning beauties that adorn'd her mein ; 
Whenhealth declin'd: the native tint withdrew, | 
O'er all her features ſpread a ſickly hue. 3 
And like the roſe bud when keen winds aſſail, 
She droop'd the artleſs lily of the vale. 
Ye who of death ſo dread the awful ſound, 


Could ye but turn from diſſipation's round: 
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Thoſe tranſient treaſures bid awhile fairwel, 
And bear the leſſon mortal duſt can tell. 
Yes, fainted angel, lovely Caroline, 
Should youthful beauty viſit thy pale ſhrine, 


. 
2 2 
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Tell them no more to prize the paltry gem, 
For you of beauty once could boaſt like them. 
Speak lovely monitreſs from death's dark gloom, 
From the cold manſion of the hallow'd tomb, 


Tell them that virtue is the greateſt prize; 


'Tis that, not beauty, wafts them through the 
ſkies, 

'Tis that alone can bring the calm repoſe, 

With which thy ſpirit meets life's awful cloſe. 

Thou who haſt reach'd the ſacred ſolemn bourn, 

And paſs'd the barrier never to return. 

Tell them, for thou haſt ſuffer d ev'ry pain, 

2 ” How awful tis to die, new life to gain. 

$ 4 That virtue only can the breaſt diſarm, 

3 Of all thoſe fears that at the laſt alarm. 

But thy pure ſhade no dying fears e'er knew; 

Thy raptur'd foul, to heav'nly manſions flew. 

Haſted through realms of light its Lord to meet; 


And now reſts tranquil at its Saviour's feet, 
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EDWIN AND EMMA, 


A 
LEGENDARY TALE. 


Wuar days of bliſs for us are ſtor'd, 
Fond Emma ſoftly ſaid, 

While reſting on her Edward's arm, 
They ſought the rural ſhade. 


True my lov'd maid the youth rejoin'd, 
Her beauteous hand then preſt: 

But ere he ceas'd a riſing ſigh, 
Burſt from his troubl'd breaſt, 


In vain his quick averted eyes, 
Were turn'd to hide his woe; 
For fortitude had loſt its power. 


The manly tears wou'd flow. 
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Ah! fay, if e' er my Edward Jov'd, 
His fond, his faithful maid: 
If e'er thoſe vows of love were true, 


You have ſo often made ? 


ww \\ 


Tell me what ſecret griefs ariſe, 
That thus diſturb your reſt : 
What hidden cauſe of poignant woe, 
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Now rancour in thy breaſt? 


What means the ſigh with ſorrow fraught, 


Why ſtarts the ſilent tear, 
Ought Edward feel a moment's pain, ö 
And not his Emma ſhare? \ 


1 
_ 


She ceas'd—o'erpower'd with anxious dread, 


And ſeated by his ſide, 
Her ſtreaming eyes ſhe penſive rais'd, : | | 
While Edward thus reply'd, 'q 
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*Tis vain my Emma to conceal, 


The tale you ſoon muſt hear: 
With reſignation arm your heart, 
This anxious grief forbear. 


Here peace her empire long has held, 
And plenty wafted round ; 

But ſad reverſe, now hoſtile war, 
Her dreadful clamours ſound. 


A tyrant dares uſurp our power, 
And ſhall we to him yield? 
Ah! no my love, for this I fly, 
To join the embattl'd field. 


Hard taſk indeed to leave thoſe arms, 
1 The ſeat of calm repoſe. 
| But honor calls, I muſt obey, 

To quell the daring foes, 
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Unmindful of my country's wrongs, 
Should I with Emma ſtay, 
A lawleſs wretch might view her charms, 
And bear the gem away, 


Thoſe powers who witneſs oft our love, 
Will grant thy Edward aid; 

Adieu! I haſte to prove myſelf 
Thy guardian, lovely maid. 


To-morrow with the early dawn, - 
I quit the peaceful plain: 
But ſoon victorious ſhall return, 


To meet my love again, 


The inſpir'd youth with ardour preſt, 
The ſuffering Emma's hand : 
And turn'd, dejectedly prepar'd, 


To leave his native land, 
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In ſilent agonizing woe, 

She droop'd her penſive head. 
The airy dreams of happineſs, 

Were all for ever fled. 


Mean time the generous Edward ſought, 
The field were carnage flow'd : 

His dauntleſs ſpirit luſh'd with hope: 
With indignation glow'd. 


Urg'd by the proofs their leader gave, 
His bands with fury fought: 
And ere the ſun thrice ſunk to reſt, 


Their tents with ſpoils were fraught. 


Succeſs ſtill gave their fury force, 


The conqueſt ſeem'd their own; 


But one fad turn of fate proclaim'd, 


The pleaſing hope was flown, 
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Unnumbered heaps of valiant friends, 
Around him now lay lain: 


Endur'd the 1gnoble chain, 


With grief and ſullen fury fill'd; 
The hero's boſom burn'd; 
Not for his own; but Emma's fate, 


His gentle boſom mourn'd.. 


The tyrant with inſatiate haſte, 

1 His graceful captive view'd. 

1 Ah! daring youth he fiercely cry'd, 
© Your courage is ſubdu'd, 


Ye ſlaves who guard my priſon gates, 
Haſte, lead this lad away. 


Plung'd in the darkeſt dungeons, ne'er 


To view the riſing day. 


I emo 


And thoſe who 'ſcap'd the ſhades of death, 
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In martial pride no more he reigns, 


In chains disgraceful bound. 
His beauteous limbs diſtorted lay, 
Stretch'd on the loathſome ground. 


Revolving moons in miſery paſt, 
And offer'd no relief. 


His days in darkneſs ſtill were ſpent, 
In want and woe fraught grief, 


Still devaſtation far and near, 
Its baleful influence ſpread. | 
And whereſo' er the tyrant turn d, X 
Mov'd univerſal dread. 


No generous pity ever warm'd, 
A vital of his breaſt. | 

No hapleſs captive e'er could hope, 
From him the leaſt redreſs. 
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Five wretched years within his cell, 

Had Edward now remain'd. 

Loſt as it were to human ſight. 

But heaven had ſo ordain'd. 


One form alone had ever reach'd, 

Within his dreary wall: 
The ſcanty portion to beſtow, 

For Nature's punctual call. 

% 

Pity at length reach'd to his heart, 
His harden'd mind to quell: 
| a, nd urg'd by ſympathy's command, 
1 He ſought the wretched cell. 


q Riſe youth he cry'd, if yet a wiſh, 
Remains to ſeek thy land. 
Bchold I come to free you here, 


From this ignoble band, 
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Far, far from hence the tyrant roams, 


With all his ſavage train. 
In plundering now perhaps employ'd, 
Some happy peaceful plain. 


'Then haſte to leave this diſmal place; 
No time in talking waſte: 
Thy way lays through yon lofty wood ; 


'Then to its covert haſte. 


With joy the wretched ſuff”rer roſe, 
The offer to embrace. 

A ſmiling ray of dawning hope, 
Illum'd his palid face. 


His feeble limbs by grief impair'd, 
Could little aid his flight : 
And ſcarce he reach'd the friendly ſhade, 


When morn unbarr'd her light, 
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Nature, exhauſted with fatigue, 
Now ſought a ſlight repoſe, 

And balmy flumbers wrapt his mind, 
Till day drew near the cloſe. 


When darkneſs fill'd the wide expanſe, 
Of Heav'ns celeſtial ſpace, 

Again the wretched Edward roſe, 
To ſeek his native place. 


The radiant orb that governs night, 
5 Diſplay'd its feeble ray; 

e And Edward found his lonely path, 
3 Through waſtes and foreſts lay. 


But ſoon a dark and envious cloud, 
Conceal'd the ſilver light: 
The torrents pour'd, and raging winds, 
Proclaim'd a diſmal night, 
Q 
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Yet hope inſpir'd the hapleſs youth, 
And fortify'd his mind ; 

And, tho' oppreſt with grief and cares, 
He bent to heay'n reſign'd. 


At length a ſpark of light appear'd, 
Acroſs the dreary plain. 

Joy fluſh'd within the wand'rer's breaſt ; 
He haſtes the ſpot to gain, 


With many a weary ſtep he reach'd, 
The place from whence it came: 

And from a grated window high, 
Appear'd the livid flame. 


An ancient caſtle's ruin'd walls, 
The rage of time beſpoke: 

And from the turret's height a bell, 
Gave one re founding ſtroke, 
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Edward diſmay'd, yet reſolute, 
The ponderous knocker tries. 

He ſtrikes, and through the manſion ſpace, 
The echo loudly flies. 


Again he tries, ſtill ſilence reigns, 
Around the dreary ſpace; 

Till all at once the taper flies, 
And darkneſs fill'd the place. 


A dread of what it might portend, 
Urg'd him to quit the plain: 
Yet anxious to obſerve the end, 


He'd reſolute remain. 


At length with gratings harſh the door, 
Flew open at his call; 

And Edward reſting on his God, 
Enter'd the dreary hall.. 
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The friendly flame which firſt he ſaw, 
Croſſes his eager ſight: 
And on a flight of marble ſtairs, 
Settles its languid light. 


Surprize, aſtoniſhment, and fear, 
Alternate rule his mind: 

An anxious wiſh yet leads him on, 
The event ſo ſtrange to find. 


He reach'd the wide extended ſteps, 
With palpitating fears, 

Which to augment, the vapour flies, 
And darkneſs round appears. 


His footſteps echo round the hall, 
And vibrate with ſuch noiſe; 
That terror ſeiz'd his pallid limbs; 

And hope itſelf deſtroys. 
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For now a hand whoſe death like chill, 
Struck homer to his heart, 

Conducts him to a ſable room, 
Thence ſilent to depart. 


The gliding light appear'd again, 
And in his preſence glar'd; 

And from the caſtle's ſummit loud, 
A ſolemn toll was heard. 


Impatiently he waits to hear 
The awful ſilence broke: 
An aged form before him ſtood, 

And thus majeſtic ſpoke. 


« The ſhade that thus before you ſtands, 
: « My generous Edward knew ; 
« Your Emma's father once was I, 


« Ere war her trumpets blew. 
Q3 
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That tyrant wretch whoſe lawleſs pow'r, 
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C Spread devaſtation wide; 
« Immur'd you in your fatal cell; 


To gain your promis'd bride. 


“His proffer'd vows were uſeleſs all, 
« His offers rich in vain; 

ec Thy Emma conſtant to her love, 
« Beheld him with diſdain. 


« In vain his threats of power or force— 
“Revenge then fir'd his mind: 
« He tore my ſuffering child away, 
ec And here, her fire confin'd. 


« Still ignorant of her hapleſs fate, 
cc My days in tears were ſpent, 

« At length the hated wretch return'd 
« Fluſh'd with a baſe intent. 
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c Diſguis'd with art, he ſmooth'd thoſe words, 

« Which calm'd my ſoul to reſt. | 
cc Behold your valu'd child return'd, 


« To thy parental breaſt. 


In vain with ev'ry care I try'd, 
« Her youthful love to gain. 
* The taſk I ſee muſt be reſign'd, 


« But ah! how great the pain. 


cc When morn unfurls her golden beams, 
c You ſhall from hence depart. 


« Since Emma not one ray of hope, 
ce Will give this burthen'd heart. 


« But let this night the long loſt ſmile, 
<« Illume that face again, 
For mirth and pleaſure ſhall unite, - ö 


« Unmix'd with former pain. 
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« With extacy I claſp'd my child, 
ce And ſupplicated heav'n, 
& To bleſs the man who'd to my arms, 
The long loſt treaſure giv'n. 


« The bounteous feaſt then ſpread the board, 
ce With ſparkling liquor crown'd: 

Large draughts my eager thirſt had drank, 
« And ſtill it pleaſant found. 


ce But ſoon a ſickneſs ſeiz d my ſoul, 
« Cold ſweats bedew'd each limb: 
« ] ſunk extended on the earth, 

The lamps of life grew dim. 


« Malignant joy fluſh'd in thoſe eyes, 
«© Which late appear'd ſo mild. 

« With tyrant pleaſure now he turn'd, 
« And thus addreſs'd my child. 
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« Now haughty girl thy father view, 
te Had you my love repaid; 


« This hand had not, ſpur'd by revenge, 


« Plung'd him in death's dark ſhade. 


« Behold him gaſping for that breath, 
* Which once you might have ſav'd. 
e Had you not with diſdainful pride, 
« My reſtleſs fury brav'd. 


ce The poiſon which myſelf prepar'd, 
e Now racks with ceaſeleſs pain. 
ce Now iſſues to the vital ſpark ; 
No ruſhes through each vein. 


J heard no more, my ſpirit fled, 
« With horror at the tale, 

« And wak'd upon the awful ſhores, 
<« Of death's tremendous vale. 
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« But haſte my ſon, inſpir'd haſte, 
“ To claim the wretch's life. 
te Revenge thy murder'd father's ſhade; 
© Regain thy injur'd wife. 


« I can no more, yon diſtant ray 
_ « Proclaims the riſing morn. 
ce I now muſt haſte, where for a time, 
* I'm doom to ſtray forlorn.” 


Ere the aſtoniſh'd hero ſpake, 
The paſſing viſion fled. 
e Yes; I will go, he firmly cry'd, 
e Revenge ſhall ſooth the dead.” 


With ſpeed, impell'd by former fear, 
, He leaves the dreary gate, 
i Reflecting on the added woes, 

That mark'd his hapleſs fate. 
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His ardent unremitting fearch, 


Week after week was vain. 


At length a cry of keen diſtreſs, 


Sounds from a neigh'bring plain. 


Forgetful of the woe fraught cares, 
That rag'd within his breaſt. 
He flew to where the cry was heard, 


To offer ſome redreſs. 


Forth from a little lowly cot, 
With quick uneven pace, 
\ youthful peaſant haſt'ly ruſh'd, 


And tears ſtream'd down his face. 


f e'er kind pity touch'd your heart, 
The artleſs ruſtic ſaid; 


Return and fave, if not too late, 


My lov'd, my ſuff ring maid, 
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Returning to the cottage door, 
A piercing ſcream was heard, 

And to young Edward's welcome ſight, 
The tyrant wretch appear'd. 


A helpleſs female at his feet, 
In vain compaſſion ſought. 

No pity mov'd his harden'd heart, 
With headſtrong paſſion fraught. 


The injur'd Edward's noble heart, 
With reſtleſs fury burn'd. 

With ſpeed he cry'd repair my wrongs, 
And to the villain turn'd. 


Surpriz'd, with fault'ring words he cry'd, 
If you wou'd ſeek your wife. 

Believe for ought I know ſhe's ſafe, 
Then ceaſe to take my life, 
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By ſome ſuperior hand preſerv'd, 

In vain was all my art. 
The ſlaves I thought ſuch faithful friends, 
Her ſuffer'd to depart. 


Think not by falſehood to de ceive, 
In anger Edward cry'd 
Remember by thy curſed hand, 


Her aged parent dy'd. 


Think of the wrongs ſo undeſerv'd, 
You made me once endure, 
And now thy ſoul, this ſtedfaſt hand, 
Shall ſend to Pluto's ſhore. 


Grim een in death the tyrant fell: 
Life iſſu'd with a groan. 
And unprepar'd for untold crimes, 


His ſoul went to atone. 
| R 
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The ruſtic pair in artleſs words, 

Their gratitude expreſs d-: 
But Emma's loſs, had Edward's heart, 

With woe fraught grief depreſs'd. 


Unmindful where he next ſhou'd ſtray, 
His ſteps inſtinctive led, 

Where firſt his youthful days were paſt, 
Ere war her banners ſpread. 


Leaving the road, he penſive ſought, 


Some cool retir'd ſhade; 


And in a grove of tow'ring oaks, 
His weary'd form he laid. 
Why was I born Almighty God, 
Deſpondingly to know, ; 
Such days of woe fraught miſery, : 


As now around me flow ? 


« —— — . — 
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Forbear my ſon to challenge God; 


To doubt his heav'n born truth; 
An humble anchoret reply 'd, 
Advancing to the youth. 


His ways are juſt, tho thought unkind, 
By frail mortality. 
But ſhall we abject wretches dare, 


His mighty power defy. 


But come my child you ſeem fatigu'd: 
My lowly hut is near: 


Will you partake an humble meal? 
Expect no ſumptuous fare. 


The grateful Edward haſt'ly roſe, 
And thank'd his aged friend. 
And to the ſeat of calm content, 


Their ſteps they jointly bend. 


POETRY, 
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The plenteous feaſt, of freſh cull'd herbs : 


The beverage, water clear: 


Nor was the pleaſing converſe ſtopt, 


By one intruding care, 


; Undoubtedly the hermit ſaid, 
You many ills have prov'd. 
Perhaps, my ſon, your fate's ſevere? 
You unreturn'd, have loy'd ? 


In early days, misfortune fell ; 
Affliction keen I knew. 

For one ſtroke, more ſevere than all, 
J bid the world adieu. | 


In this retirement have I liv'd, 
Unknowing and unknown: 
In ſolitude have nurs'd thoſe woes, 


Which now more calm have grown, 
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I too from life's gay tranſient ſcenes, 

Said Edward, will depart. | 
But you, my friend, ſhall hear the tale, 
| That racks my tortur'd heart. 


His ſoft and gentle accents breath'd, 
The fad reſponſive woe. 

Nor could the hermit ſtay the tears, 
That wou'd fo copious flow. 


Expreſſion beaming in his eyes, 
And riſing from his chair, 

What wou'd you Edward give to find, 
Your ſtill lov'd Emma here? 


Ah! trifle not the youth rejoin'd, 
With ſorrows ſuch as mine: 

Ne'er on this earth's terreſtial ſpace, 
Shall I my Emma find. 
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But if you know the facred ſpot, 
| Where ſleeps the fainted maid, 
Conduct me to the hallow'd place, 


Where they ve her aſhes laid: 


Ceaſe Edward to ſuppoſe ſhe's dead, 
Again the ſage return'd, ; 
Behold in me your Emma lives, 


The maid for whom you mourn'd. 


Theſe weeds in which I now appear, 
Are but a cloſe diſguiſe. 
Which long my ſafety here preſery'd, 


Safe from the tyrant's eyes. 


Edward amaz'd beheld the change : 
The habit thrown aſide : 


Ves, it is true; tis Emma's form: 


4 My lov'd, my long ſought bride. 
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Tell me, he eagerly exclaim'd, 
How you eſcap'd their hands. 
What power has aided your releaſe, 
From his unlawful bands. 


Another time ſhe fondly ſaid, 
I will the tale relate. 

But let no ſcenes of ſuff rings paſt, 
Our preſent joys abate. 


By heav'nly aid alone preſerv'd, 
The hated wretch I left. 

A hapleſs fugitive I rov'd, 

Of every friend bereft. 


But ſhall I ever dare repine, 
Since Edward is reſtor'd, 

When life and happineſs compleat, 
Great heav'n with thee has pour'd, 
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Then let us hope my Emma dear 
Our Sorrows now are paſt. 
And may the bliſs this day enjoy'd, 


For ever, ever laſt. 


And may affliftion's dreary path, 
We painfully have trod, 

Inſpire our hearts, inceſſantly 

To own how great our God. 


May future ages from our fate, 
This true experience know, 

The Almighty always help prepares, 
Where he inflicts the blow. 


That thoſe who ſtrictly will rely, 
On his ſuperior pow'r, 

His mercy never will deſert, 
In ſorrows trying hour. 


abide ©!" 
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EXTEMPORE 


ON THE 


DEATH 


00 A 
Young Gentleman in the Army, 
An! what my ſoul is life's frail joys, 
Thus coveted by man? 
A fabric, tottering on its baſe: 
A tranſitory ſpan. 


Where hopes and fears alternate raiſe, 
Their 1deas in the breaſt : 
Where anxious, and obtruding cares, 


Obſtruct the balm of reſt, 


In vain for happineſs we ſeek, 
In life's terreſtial yale; 

Where adverſe Storms on ev'ry ſide, 
Our feeble barks aſſail. 


4 
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Aſk the fond parent: whom fo late, 


Experience fad has taught, 
The ſtate allotted us on earth, 
With untold ills is fraught. 


With all a mothers anxious cares, 
A. blooming child ſhe reared, 

While growing virtues in his mind, 
Each op'ning day appear'd. 


Fate call'd him from the foſt'ring arm, 


That wa: ch'd his infan years: 
With fond ſolicitude her heart, 
Contracts a thouſand fears. 


Hope with its ſmiling train appear'd, 
Parental grief to calm: 

That phantom which too oft deceives, 
Proffer'd its healing balm, 


Ti 
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How long the ardent wiſh ſhe nurs'd, 


'Fo ſee the youth return. 
But ſoon the fatal news ſhe heard: 
He ſlept within his urn. 


Ah! who ſhall paint or write what paſs'd, 
Within that woe fraught heart. 

When thus the iron hand of death, 
Aim'd the deſtructive dart. 


Juſt as the virtues ſo admir'd, 
Were breaking into day : 
Ere their meridian height they reach'd, 


The tyrant claim'd his prey. 


Mild as the roſeate flowers droop, 
Beneath a chilling blaſt. 

The youthful victim patient ſunk, 

When fate the dye had caſt, 


1 
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| No gloom unwarn' d his fleeting ſoul, 
| Or bitter'd life's laſt cloſe: 
Serene, the period he beheld, 
That doom'd him to repoſe. 


Enthron'd in light the fainted youth, 
Now with his God can reſt. 

And taſte thoſe heav'nly ſcenes of joy, 
Reſery'd but for the bleſt. 


——— 
WERT ER S8 


LAST LETTER 


o 
Exx yet the dark deed is compleat, 
That Werter has now in his view. - 
The moments, while life yet is warm, 
Are devoted to bid you adieu, 
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Yes, Charlotte; I haſten to meet, 
In the ſhades of the grave that repoſe; 


Since thou wert forbid to extend, 


As genial balm to my woes. 


Yet, well I'm convinc'd thy pure mind, 


In filence hath vented it's grief. 
Thy heart oft with friendſhip hath try'd, 
To offer thy Werter relief. 


But in vain was my Charlotte thy pow'r, 
The thorn from my breaſt to remove ; 


You felt not a paſſion like mine; 


You could not return my pure love. | 


'Tis paſt, and determin'd I die. 


Nor has fate any bleſſing in ſtore. 
And you, oh! my Charlotte, will ſee, 


The deſolate Werter no more. 
8 
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And yet, there is pleaſure ſtill found 
In reſigning this long wearied breath. 

'T'is the thought that thy hand, lovely maid, 
Has ſent me the paſſport of death. 

And when Werter ſhall reſt in his tomb, 
May Charlotte regain that repoſe, 

Which long from her boſom has ſtray'd,. 
While ſhe witnes'd, my agoniz'd woes, 


May her gaiety once more return, 

When no traces of Werter are ſeen: 
Except his pale wandering Ghoſt, 
Shall at midnight glide over the Green. 
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